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EDITOR S INTRODUCTION 
I like ties. I like to wear them. I like to put them together with great shirts and 
then wear them. But I don't do it often because I respect the idea of girls wearing ties so 
much that I cant bring myself to wear one unless I have the perfect outfit for the perfect 
moment. I think I've only worn a tie once this year. 
Then one day I told my friend that she should definitely add a tie to a certain 
outfit she was wearing. Right then it was clearly the perfect combination for the perfect 
moment. And she even pulled off the tie better than I ever could, because it looked great 
on her overall. That day I glanced at the measure of my appreciation for girls with ties and 
saw that it was higher than ever, even though I wasn't wearing the tie myself, because I 
had helped to orchestrate not only beauty but perfection. Putting together Parnassus has 
been nearly as exhilarating as that life-as-art moment. 
Now I want to talk about how you might read and understand this edition of 
the journal. I do agree with Virginia Woolf: "The only advice, indeed, that one person can 
give another about reading is to take no advice, to follow your own instincts, to use your 
own reason, to come to your own conclusions." So I won't tell you "how" to read Parnassus 
2007. However, I'd like to deal briefly with some assumptions you might bring to the 
journal and guide you in the direction of instinct, removing some ready barriers. 
Most importantly, I'd ask you to embrace the fact that others who are a part 
of your Christian community, who rely on the same Scriptures as you do, might be 
expressing entirely or slightly different views on life and religion. Warning: at least one 
poem in this book has already sparked some theological controversy, and I'm sure others 
might do the same. This is not to say that Parnassus or Taylor University stands behind 
every theological assumption included here, but we do believe that acknowledging this 
variety of voices is extremely important. (I must note that we have certainly tried to keep 
our content to a level of cleanliness and Christian decency.) Additionally, several pieces in 
this journal seem intentionally open to a wide variety of interpretations, as though they're 
patiently waiting for readers to come along and give them some significance. Of course 
Parnassus could not possibly promote any single interpretation, so I'd ask that you not 
allow the stamp of the Christian university to make you feel like each piece has already 
been claimed for one "obviously" Christian interpretation. 
In the end, please do go with your own instincts, your own reason. Yes, you 
might listen and react or you might listen and agree, but either way you can appreciate the 
sincerity and skill of the following artists. 
- KATE GARBER 
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JENNY WALTON 
Why Most People Don't Like Soy Lattes 
Tried your latte; 
You thought you were so fancy or smart or both 
Because, of course, it was soy. 
But to me it tasted like a fudge-sickle stick, 
The wood that's left when all the frozen fudge is gone, 
The wood that you inevitably gnaw 
Unconsciously searching for remnants of fudge, 
Which is what all people do with the sticks from fudge-sickles 
When they don't see the trashcan they're pretending to look for. 
But the trashcan is full of soy lattes anyway 
Reminding everyone else, 
Less fancy or smart as you, 
Of leftover, fudge-less wood. 
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Let's Associate 
confession: i like cats, 
sorry that makes me strange. 
picturing: an old frumpy lady 
who reuses grocery bags 
and talks with pigeons in the park. 
name him charlemagne 
never feed him from a can 
but test to see if he prefers 
warm or cold milk, 
if percentage makes a difference. 
give him fish as an experiment— 
only do it once, 
certain smells are nauseating. 
live in an apartment 
alone 
as an unoriginal archetype, 
read the iliad out loud regularly, 
watch movies in silence, 
own two sweaters 
don't bother alternating. 
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JORDAN ZANDI 
Thirty Years of Scarring 
Just before I advanced from kindergarten to first grade my family and I moved 
across our quiet Midwestern neighborhood to build a house at the edge of a fairly 
extensive wood, at least by twenty-first century standards. Before Indiana became a 
stretch of corn and wheat fields, before its borders were scrawled across maps to form 
an awkward-looking boot shape, the state was little more than one large forest. Settlers 
wrote of trees so old and so large that several men linked together could not encircle their 
arms around the giant trunks. Indians were also once inhabitants and my own county, 
Miami County, is named after one of their tribes. Now it is a place of agriculture and 
pastures, cows, crows, and corn. Without its looming trees it is a place of unrestrained, 
gusty winds that sting your frigid skin in the winter and blow the sticky, hot air in your 
face in the summer. To find more than a ten-square-mile remnant of that once huge 
forest is a rarity outside of state parks. Thus, my own small wood, though little more than 
an arboretum, would seem to be of considerable size. 
We left our first mark upon the woods while clearing the land to build our house 
as we whisked away a few acres of trees to clear a foundation for our home and yard. I 
still remember the revving of my father's whirring chainsaw. As a child, I tried to help my 
parents in the small ways I could, hewing down saplings no older than me and painting 
the landscape with weed killer. 
At that time I wanted to be like Davey Crocket, though instead of warding off 
bears with a grin, I would hike into the forest with my rusty little hatchet in hand and a 
coonskin cap on my head looking for trees to slay that I liked to pretend were giants. I 
could entertain myself with the task of chopping down an oak for over thirty minutes 
until my puny muscles knotted up like tangled kite strings and sweat dripped down my 
tiny forehead to sting my eyes, yet the tree would still be far from mortally wounded. For 
all the chopping I did during these early years, I believe my largest kill to have been no 
larger than a tree I could fit my hands around. 
* * * 
My sister and I have both started small fires in the forest, both by accident. I 
was not home when she and a friend dropped a lit book of matches on the ground, and it 
had been put out by the time I got there. The charred area was what would be expected: 
a circle of still hot soot and ash that had steadily moved outward from where the match 
fire had started, the circle spreading to leaves or tiny twigs, then to sticks, logs, and so 
on. e large trees were left with blackened trunks and enough smoke still rose from the 
ground to make the air seem to bite at your lungs when you breathed it. For a few years 
t e whole area seemed to stand out like an ugly birthmark, but eventually the woods 
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retaliated, the fried stalks of the smaller trees fell over and evaporated into the soil and 
were replaced with others just like them. 
My own fire was caused when I buried a match in what I thought to be dirt, 
but was actually decomposing wood from an ancient, hollow tree nearby. The tree must 
have stood there for well over one hundred years, and though dead, seemed to overlook 
the forest, reminding everyone of the longevity and the length of time it took to make 
the woods. It was so large and so hollowed out that I could stand inside of it and if I 
looked upward could see straight through to the blue sky above. I loved that tree because 
entering its woody embrace was like slipping into a cave where the sounds of the outside 
world, even the birds, were muffled out and I could settle into a much sought after quiet 
that is rarely to be found. I was at that middle school age where you seem to go through 
each day looking for ways to dramatize your life and this seemed to be the perfect place 
to emphasize that cliche melodrama of middle school life. When I'd slip inside the musty 
loneliness of that tree I felt alone, but it was a good kind of alone. 
I took that history, that landmark, that damp place of solitude, and with my 
naivete and a single match, I burned it to the ground. I'd gone back home by then, and 
an hour or so later the fire department showed up saying that someone had reported 
a column of smoke rising from the center of the woods. Sure enough, my match had 
smoldered inside its little den of dead wood and had eventually started a massive blaze 
that would take the old tree and half an acre of woods with it. The fire never really got 
out of control really, but rather it slowly ate away at its own edges, steadily extending 
outward like a black hole in space. When the huge tree finally toppled to the ground, 
a raccoon leapt from its branches just before they struck the earth and ran off into the 
forest unharmed. My parents scolded me saying that the most likely reason for waiting 
to make this last second ditch was that her nest and babies were probably in that ancient 
tree. While she survived my carelessness, the rest of her family was lost in the smoke. 
The observable damage from the fire was much like the result of my sister's: 
smoke spiraled skyward from a charred circle of leaves, weeds, and trees. The larger trees 
were untouched except for the blackened bases while the smaller ones, if not lying dead 
on the ground, raised their scorched branches toward the sky like burning martyrs. 
* * * 
The woods are streaked with old four-wheeler trails and deer paths that I stuck 
to most of the time on my expeditions into the forest. Just off one of these trails is an old 
maple tree with "John & Sarah 1958" engraved into the trunk. I used to walk off the path 
to that tree and stare at the engraving with fascination. The bark had long since healed 
and the letters carved by John's pocketknife have expanded and darkened like flagrant 
scars. Sometimes I would run my hand over its roughened surface just to feel something 
so much older than myself, carved by people long ago who had enjoyed the forest just as I 
did when I was young. I would think, "That was carved over thirty years ago and it's still 
here." Sometimes I wondered if John and Sarah were still together, or if these old marks 
had long outlasted them. 
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I wanted to leave my own permanent mark on a tree, something that someone 
would look at years later with the same fascination I held for John and Sarah's inscription. 
Unfortunately, when I was still young enough to think this was a fantastic idea, I was not 
yet wise enough to pick a live tree that would actually last until years later, so I chose a 
dead stump that was easy to carve into. I'm sure that it has long since rotted away into 
nothingness. 
While trees seem to be something of mystery, of wildness, and of eternity, 
something to be cleared away when civilization spreads, grass seems to be the filler that 
we replace them with, as if to say, "See, we don t condone the destruction of natural 
beauty, we just like to tidy things up and make everything tame. Yet, even the grass 
in our front lawn rebels against us if we are not constantly mowing and spraying it. 
Dandelions pop up in droves in our yards like golden-headed soldiers that wage war upon 
those with allergies, and when their golden heads have grown white with age, they cast off 
their feathery seeds to prepare for next year's assault. 
If we quit mowing for a few years, the grass would quickly turn to a weedy 
meadow full of golden rods, thistles, field mice, bees, and butterflies. As more time 
passed, woody shrubs would sprout up, and within ten years it would be reinitiated into 
the forest. What can the fecundity of nature not overcome? 
* * * 
Plants are powerful. Tree roots split sidewalks as sure as earthquakes can and 
clovers sprout from the gaps. Ivy can slowly crumble stone walls with prying fingers 
if given the time, but these are not nature's only tool for displaying her unconquerable 
vitality. Deer can often be seen crossing the fields behind my house, at times up to twenty 
of them. Our dogs, Emmitt and Griffin, bark at them like lunatics, but the deer are so 
used to this and so sure that our dogs cannot escape their fence that they just stand in the 
fields indifferent to it all, occasionally looking up from their meals to stare at the dogs 
howling themselves hoarse. 
My family and neighbors have named one of the deer Peg because one of her 
legs ends at the knee. She has been with us for four or five years now and rears a new 
faun each spring that tags along behind her. A few of the other deer accompany Peg 
and her newborn each year to watch over them—perhaps they are daughters from past 
generations. I dont know how she lost her leg; most likely it was caught in a wire fence 
or an animal trap. She is a natural wonder to us all, and rather than sympathy, I think 
that we all feel some kind of awed admiration for her tenacious cling to existence. 
One afternoon I watched from a window as a coyote tried to chase down one of 
Peg s companions while she and her faun hid within a small thicket. The coyote would 
lope across the ground as the deer lured it in the opposite direction, then it would make a 
quick dash for the deer s haunches and, when it inevitably missed, the whole game would 
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start again. Eventually I ran outside, yelling to chase the coyote off myself, as if I had 
some responsibility over Peg and her babies from sharing in their lives voyeuristically year 
after year. I doubt Peg really needed my help; she's been playing this cat and mouse game 
with the coyotes for years and she hasn't lost yet. 
* * * 
When it rains, the slope of the fields behind my house shepherds the water 
down small rivulets until it all accumulates at a low point, runs through our yard in a 
small river and dumps itself into zigzagging arroyo. After a hard rain when everything 
has dried up, a road of debris from the field is left across our yard like silt from the Nile. 
To fix the problem, my father decided to build a sort of chute for the water by 
lining the ravine with four-by-six wooden boards. His new construction worked very 
well for a while, allowing the water to smoothly flow uninhibited from our yard into the 
woods like water over glass, but with a few years' time, the soil eroded away bite by tiny 
bite. When the perfect storm finally came, the next day we went down to the ravine to 
find the wooden boards and plastic pipes strewn everywhere, some washed fifty yards 
down the creek bed. My father had no choice but to build it again, and I'm sure it won't 
be the last time. 
* * * 
With each mark that we leave upon the natural world, it seems to bounce back 
with a counterattack of resounding determination. Those wounds that tenacity and 
potency cannot overcome, time is able to heal; and if not time, then sheer effort and 
strength of will allow the loss to be compensated, as Peg has shown me. 
It took us over a century to clear and industrialize Indiana, yet I doubt that our 
marks would be left much more than twenty-five years. Our dams would burst with 
abyssal groans, our yards and fields would be submerged beneath a flood of meadow 
grasses, and our playgrounds would evaporate into the forest. I can only wonder: Is our 
supposedly omnipotent command over nature so enduring as we think? 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS; This essay takes on several subjects, incorporating personal and 
natural history, fact and speculation, in order to examine the complicated relationship 
between humans and nature. Chronicling the longer history of one patch of Indiana, the 
author raises subtle issues that cause the reader to think beyond the boundaries of the 
page. The various—and varied—segments add up to more than the sum of its parts. 
JORDAN ZANDI 11 
ELIZA DHONAU 
Home 
we laid lazy under the sun, 
backs buried in dirt and grass, 
talking about clouds 
then ourselves 
then eventually God. 
i asked him what God looked like 
if He was blonde or brunette, just joking, 
he said he didn't know, 
but he knew how God smelled. 
i let out a little laugh until 
i realized he was serious. 
"He smells like the autumn wind 
carrying the smoke from burning leaves, 
and summer grass at night 
when lightening bugs fly out 
like millions of amateur stars 
to light up the sky, 
and like the vanilla extract 
that smelled so sweet 
but made you sick as a child 
when you got greedy 
and tried to drink it all. 
but most of all, 
i think God smells like your home, 
the way it did when you were a child 
and it still seemed like your mighty fortress, 
it's that scent you'd smell as you opened 
the front door, 
coming home from a long trip, 
the scent that told you, you were home, 
it's that scent that seemed to disappear with age, 
the way your mighty fortress seemed to wither 
to what you thought was a cage, 
so you walked away 
and moved out on your own. 
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and no matter what you tried after that, 
every place you lived 
smelled like everything 
and anything, but never 
home, 
so i guess that's just it, 
God's the only thing you have left. 
the only thing that really smells like home." 
we sat, 
and i quietly took a breath. 
ELIZA DHONAU 13 
BRIAN LOOPER 
Movie Couple 
I was there 
sitting on a rock to witness it. 
First, there were the footfalls of the ocean 
on the beach, and seagulls gathered 
on a reef like jesters on a dais 
before a sinking sun, 
which, it just so happened, 
was doing all of those things 
that the sun does with the ocean 
when it sets, including, this time, 
gently caressing the length of its body 
with one long, extended, 
shimmering arm. 
Then there were the two 
who came walking, hand in hand 
along the water's edge, 
free arms swaying, young and in love. 
They stopped to let the outflow of the tide 
filch the sand from under their feet 
and to laugh with unnecessary volume. 
When they came closer 
I was shocked to see 
that their ages were each at least twice my own, 
and I heard the man say something 
about kids and cable in the room. 
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Then he pulled her in gently from the hip, 
and for a moment I thought 
they were going to make like those movie couples 
and lie on the beach to kiss 
till the tide comes in to make 
an island of their tangled bodies. 
We stared together out across the water 
till the ribbons of watercolor had lost their flare, 
and I walked out behind them, up the path to my car. 
BRIAN LOOPER 15 
Beds 
The night after my grandfather died 
I tried sleeping on the sofa in their living room, 
the moon sprawled out at my feet. 
My brothers were on the pull-out bed 
one must lie cadaverously still upon 
or bear its groaning all night 
at every wheeling of the hips, 
or loose fist lifted to the chin. 
My grandmother, I kept thinking, 
was on the double-bed in her room, 
and my parents were in the room 
where my father slept growing up, 
where the north windows open up 
to the back lawn, 
and the thin, horizontal south windows 
let in every morning, 
even the following one, 
the anxious, interminable buzz 
of traffic on Lake Avenue. 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: Brian Looper ties the shock of survivorship to the tangible 
things we survive with. In this unsettling survey of household beds, and of those who do 
and do not sleep, we are reminded of what Shakespeare calls "Death's second self." 
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DAVID COLGAN 
Detective David and the Case of the Mad Vegan 
Detective David is the best detective in this entire story. He always solves any 
mystery that the citizens can think up or be thrust into in five pages or less. The day that 
this story describes was no different. On this day, Detective David confronted the Mad 
Vegan. 
It all started on an ordinary day in the small village of Pearville. Pearville, a town 
known for its pear orchards, celebrates the eating of fresh fruits and vegetables. It was 
early in the morning, and Stan the Grocery Man, the owner of Stan the Grocery Man's 
Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store, had just gotten in a fresh supply of fruit, mostly 
pears, from the local orchards. Business was happening as usual. Phil the Fireman had 
stopped in from the fire department to get some produce for his guys, Bob the Baker had 
picked up some pearaphernalia and other pear-related items for his pies, and Grandma 
Henderson had added to her stockpile of pear snap ingredients (she was famous for her 
pear snaps). Stan had seen the customers through his store with speed and finality - not 
finality as in they would never come back, but finality as in he got them through right. 
He greeted them with a smile, and then punched a hole in their Frequent Fruiter cards. 
And then, he came in: the Mad Vegan. Nobody knows where he came from, 
or even his real name. He just showed up one day at Stan the Grocery Man's Grocery 
Store of Amazing Fruits Store. The day I speak of was this day. Stan greeted this strange 
newcomer with his usual smile. 
"Welcome to Stan the Grocery Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store!" 
cried Stan, as he always did when a newcomer entered his store. The Mad Vegan, 
although nobody knew he was the Mad Vegan at the time, retorted something to the 
effect of, "ermph," and went on. 
Stan was hurt at this man's lack of warmth concerning his amazing produce, and 
the fact that he showed no interest in a Frequent Fruiter card, but he didn't let it phase 
him. He went back to the ringing up of products. 
Meanwhile, the Mad Vegan was fumbling with an unusual device. Once he 
had successfully removed it from all of his pockets (it was in several pieces), he threw 
it on the ground. It was a giant pear-sucking device! Exclamation point! Double 
emphasis! Before Stan or his customers could determine the meaning of the flying 
pears all going into the machine, the Mad Vegan had absconded with all of Stan the 
Grocery Man's pears, as well as all of the apples, bananas, pineapples, broccoli , cauliflower, 
carrots, spinach, and even Stan's amazing artichoke hearts! Now that I have used four 
exclamation points in one paragraph, you can guess as to the amount of emotional energy 
Stan and his customers were expending as they witnessed this crime against plants and 
their eaters, for this criminal had managed to steal every single piece of produce in the 
whole store. 
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That is where I entered the scene. Me, Detective David. Yes, I am the 
mysterious narrator guy who has relayed all the information that you needed for this 
story to be set up. Well, actually, it was almost where I entered the scene. You see, I had 
not really entered the scene, but it was at this time that Stan the Grocery Man and the 
customers of Stan the Grocery Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store had called 
me on the telephoning device. I had answered the telephoning device with speed and 
finality. 
"This is Detective David, servicing all of the mystery needs of Pearville and the 
surrounding countryside in five pages or less. How might I help you?" 
"Detective David, we need your help!" I recognized Stan's voice immediately. 
"I fear the worst, Stan," I cried. "Has another crime against plants and their 
eaters been committed by some incredibly inconsiderate person?" 
"Indeed," replied Stan. "Some incredibly inconsiderate person came into my 
Stan the Grocery Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store with an unusual device 
and threw it on the ground. Before I could realize the gravity of the situation, he had 
made off with all of my apples, bananas, pineapples, broccoli, cauliflower, carrots, spinach, 
and even my amazing artichoke hearts! I now see that it was a pear-sucking device at 
work again!" 
"Exclamation!" I hollered. "That's the eleventy-somethingth time this has 
happened this year! I'll get to the bottom of this faster than you can digest a pear!" By 
this time I had had significant experience in dealing with the users of pear-sucking 
devices. In fact, the device was starting to not be as unusual as it had been originally. 
I slammed down the phone, perhaps a little too hard, and ran to the Dave Cave. 
I jumped into the Pearmobile and raced to the scene of the crime with speed and finality. 
It was at this time that I entered the scene in a tangible way. 
By this time it was around noon, but those who were witnesses of the crime 
against plants and their eaters were still in the store, lamenting the loss of produce with 
loud cries. One of them composed a dirge off the top of their head and then sang it. 
Some bawled loudly. Others were weeping silently in the four corners of the store. 
Then I stood up in front of them all and said, "Fear not, good people of Pearville! 
All hope is not lost. I will solve this mystery and return to you good citizens all of the 
apples, bananas, pineapples, broccoli, cauliflower, carrots, spinach, and even Stan's amazing 
artichoke hearts. Why should you and your children will have to suffer for the deeds of 
this one terribly inconsiderate person? For I will see that justice is served with speed and 
finality." Then I conducted a question and answer session with the witnesses in hopes of 
procuring some clues as to the location of the produce. They pointed out some footprints 
that ran down the street. 
"Sweet mother of mystery," I cried, quoting Homestar Runner. "How are 
there footprints in the road if there is nothing in which to leave prints?" I looked at the 
footprints carefully, and then got out my Handy Dandy Many Times Magnification 
Lens™ to examine them up close-like. "It would so seem that this fiend was carrying 
so much fine fruit that his feet sank into the pavement when he escaped! I also see that 
he went that-a-way," I said, pointing down the road, "and that his codename is the 'Mad 
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Vegan.'" 
"You got his name from his footprint?" Stan asked, befuddled. 
"No," I replied. "I procured this informative piece from the graffiti on the wall." 
"Of course," Stan returned, no longer as befuddled as before. 
"This guy must be rather hulky to be able to tote this much stuff," I reasoned. "I 
must follow with caution." And before you could say "chicken-bacon-swiss-burger," I was 
in my Pearmobile. I flipped on the telecommunications device to talk with my assistant, 
Terrence the Techie. 
"Terrence the Techie, this is Detective David. I need you to search the Internet 
to find the address of the terribly inconsiderate person known as the Mad Vegan. He 
has just absconded from Stan the Grocery Man all of the apples, bananas, pineapples, 
broccoli, cauliflower, carrots, spinach, and even amazing artichoke hearts of Stan the 
Grocery Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store!" 
"Let me guess, a pear-sucking device again?" returned Terrence. 
"Indeed," I replied. 
"Well, after searching on the Internet database of interesting criminals in our 
area, I see two possible matches." 
"This story is already on page three," I interrupted, "and if I go to the wrong one, 
it could become too large to be considered a short story." 
"Ah, that is a problem," responded Terrence. After a brief moment of deep 
thought, he spoke. "Well, I guess I can break the rules of time and space since it is just a 
story." Terrence the Techie then proceeded to press the Staples Easy Button™ and gave 
me the correct address. 
As I pulled up to the Mad Vegan's house, I noticed that it was not large. In 
fact, it looked like a tiny shack. I rapped gently on the door, but there was no answer. I 
rapped louder and louder, but no one came. Then I yelled into the house, "Mad Vegan, I 
know you're in there! Open up, or I'll use my Handy Dandy Door Thrusting Device™!" 
There was no reply, so I proceeded to use my Handy Dandy Door Thrusting Device™. 
I pointed it at the door and pushed the button. The door opened. "What fan..."I 
muttered to myself. * 
After I had finished marveling at modern technology, I cautiously entered the 
house. Well, actually, I threw caution to the wind and ran inside yelling. That was my 
mistake. For when I entered the first room, the floor fell from under me. I found myself 
sliding down one of those slide chute thingies that all evil villains have in their hideouts 
to carry any intruders into their main lair. It is as if chutes have become the standard 
method of bad guy entrance these days. Why, when I was his age—oh, wait. So anyway, I 
slid down the chute into a dark room. It was there that I heard a deep and also low, but at 
the same time evil-sounding, laugh. It went like this: "OOOUUUGGGHHHOOOUU 
UGGGHHHOOUUGGHH." 
I was not impressed. "I'm sorry," I said, "but if that is the best evil laugh that 
you can do, then you need some help." So I got out my Handy Dandy Voice Recorder/ 
Player™ and played the best evil laugh ever (I had gotten this from Terrence the Techie, 
who had downloaded it legally off the Internet). 
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"Thanks," said a voice that was of a mysteriously higher pitch than the laugh. 
Now that we had gotten that formality out of the way, I could proceed. 
"Just who are you?"I cried. "Show yourself!" 
"Easy little man, there's no need to get angry," said a voice that seemed to belong 
to a person of smaller stature than myself. Still, the voice would not show himself. 
"Well, I'm waiting," I said. "Either turn on the lights or I'll use my Handy 
Dandy Light Turner-Oner™." 
"No!" cried the voice. "You can't turn on the lights!" 
"And just why not?" 
"It's embarrassing!" 
I was befuddled (now the second person in the story to display this emotion). 
"Then would you mind telling me why you stole all of our plant food? I retorted. Mind 
you that the plant food I refer to refers to food that is plants, not food for plants. Nitrates 
don't taste very good. 
"Well then, just hand on over all of Stan the Grocery Man's absconded apples, 
bananas, pineapples, broccoli, cauliflower, carrots, spinach, and even amazing artichoke 
hearts of Stan the Grocery Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store!" 
"I need them..." 
"That's very clever. Now show yourself!" 
After coaxing, pleading, yelling, ignoring, bribing, crying, whining, reasoning, 
and threatening with the voice did not work, I resorted to my device. I pulled out the 
Handy Dandy Light Turner-Oner™, and pushed the button. What I found was not 
pretty. There before me was the puniest-looking guy I had ever seen. 
"What happened to you?" I questioned. 
"I don't know!" cried the puny guy. "I ate my fruits and vegetables, but then I 
got puny. My daddy said to eat my fruits and vegetables and then I would grow big and 
strong, but it didn't work. 'I must eat more,' I said to myself, but I have had to turn to a 
life of crime in order to get enough fruits and vegetables to be big and strong. 
"Ahhh," I returned. "My dear Mad Vegan, I know why you are so puny. You 
must eat a balanced diet to be big and strong. Eating only apples, bananas, pineapples, 
broccoli, cauliflower, carrots, spinach, and even amazing artichoke hearts will deprive you 
of nutrients found in the other groups of the FDA's food pyramid!" 
"What?!?!?!?!?" (Extra punctuation added for emphasis.) 
It was at that moment that the Mad Vegan realized his problem. Eating so 
many plants that he couldn't afford them was not the way to be big and strong. The key 
was a balanced diet. 
I then found out that the Mad Vegan's name was actually Hubert, and that he 
was a former Pearville townsperson. He wasn't actually a bad guy, just a misguided one. 
All those all-or-nothing diets and the ideal of being big and strong had forced him into a 
life of seclusion and crime. 
We promptly returned all of the absconded apples, bananas, pineapples, broccoli, 
cauliflower, carrots, spinach, and even amazing artichoke hearts to Stan the Grocery 
Man's Grocery Store of Amazing Fruits Store. When we arrived, Hubert said he was 
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sorry for all that he'd done, so nobody pressed charges. He renounced his unbalanced 
ways and became a happy, healthy person who contributed to society. He went on to get 
big and strong, just like his daddy, and was married and had five children and lived a long 
life. He then wrote a best-selling novel on his experiences and made a fortune. Then, at 
the wise old age of 107, he died and was buried in the land of his forefathers. But I seem 
to be getting ahead of myself. This story is now over. 
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ELIZABETH TATUM 
A Humble Tribute to Ralph Good 
If you come into our sanctuary around 8 o'clock on Sunday morning, you will 
see coiffed white hair and balding heads just visible above the backs of pews like so many 
mushrooms. And you will see that they all know me, because I am the pastor's daughter. 
They smile and ask polite questions—they know where I go to college, if I am dating 
anyone. Anne sends me a birthday card with two dollars in it every year; she remarried as 
an octogenarian. Bill Sr. tells me to keep out of trouble and pats his large, circular belly. 
Larry, a former elder, bustles about asserting his importance (according to Sunday school 
prayer requests, he had large portions of his intestine removed a few years back). And 
then there was Ralph, whom I have not seen in a while. In a church full of the elderly, 
familiar wrinkled faces disappear with the measured certainty of passing time. 
Ralph was in his 80s. He had a gentle way about him, a gesture and tone that 
matched the whisper of his aging body—as nice an old man as any other at my church. 
Ralph and his wife had an in-ground swimming pool behind their house, which they 
opened up every summer. Almost anyone could stop by, provided that they call ahead 
of time. Ralph had constructed a piping system, complete with women's tan pantyhose, 
to collect the rainwater to maintain the level of their pool. There were inner tubes, pink 
noodles lying loopily in the center of the pool, and a long-handled tool for scooping up 
stray, typically deceased, insects. When my family came over, Ralph would sit with his 
wife, Mary, and chat at the table with the green-striped umbrella over it. As we fished 
for pennies in the deep end, he would get up to shuffle around the pool, checking levels 
and filters. Sometimes he would take a few of us into their garage to show us his cars 
and small riggings that he had designed to help him work on the vehicles. Mary told us 
that he used to keep the pool in working condition all by himself. He also used to get up 
in the morning to swim laps. But he wasn't that young anymore, and his body wouldn't 
cooperate. I noticed that Mary always took care not to mention such indignities while he 
was around. 
One afternoon my Sunday school class went over to the Goods' home for 
more formal business than swimming—the annual visit, the token plate of cookies. 
Ralph wasn't feeling well, so he never moved from his old recliner in the corner of their 
dark, warm living room. As middle-school girls, we initially felt awkward. We looked 
anxiously around the room for objects of interest and began pointing at pictures, asking 
him about his family and grandchildren. Towards the end of our visit, when he told 
us about his service in World War II, both pride and humor warmed the quality of 
his thin voice. In mixed company he said he was shot in his quote-unquote backside. 
Subsequently, he mentioned that he enjoyed watching "Forrest Gump." 
Months passed, and I began to see Mary at church by herself on most Sundays. 
Ralph must have been at home, resting in his recliner, or curled up in bed, his thin body 
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a scarce lump under the sheets. His children and grandchildren were beginning to say, 
"It would be a blessing..."Towards the end, I remember seeing Ralph and Mary together 
during Sunday evening church. At the close of the service when we rose to sing the final 
hymn, Ralph gripped his wife's arm and she helped him stand up. His gray polyester 
pants hung off of his waist as if they were empty, and I noticed that he was shaking. I 
heard him fart quietly, but it wasn't funny at all. It was then that I saw that they were 
both crying. 
One morning a few weeks later, while I was scrounging in the top cupboard for 
cereal, my mother said, "Ralph died last night." And I said, "I know." I had dreamed of it 
the night before—-his passing was soft, his body weakening and trembling under its own 
weight until his chest shuddered with a final feather-weight breath. It was the ideal old-
age death, the one that everyone talks about instead of fire or drowning; life slipping away 
calmly and assuredly. 
At the funeral, everyone said lovely things, and I mean that. But his was an 
ordinary fife, and his death was an expected downbeat in the unending rhythm of living 
and dying. I began to wish that I really knew him. I wondered if anyone did anymore, 
besides his wife and children. I thought about others in my church who had passed on; 
old men and women whose lives waned until there wasn't anything left. And I wondered 
if anyone ever thought of them, or noticed that they no longer appeared in church, or 
wrote an essay to remember their perfectly ordinary existence. 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: This essay very succinctly chronicles a young persons growing 
awareness, moving from personal memory to more universal understanding. In clear, 
precise language, the author looks beyond herself to pay homage to someone else, and, in 
the process, comes to value the concept of an ordinary life—how it touches and enlarges 
the lives of others. 
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ANDREW NEEL 
Absent from the Crowd 
Stars shine in the peaceful April night. 
A crowd of students 
Appears from the darkness, gathering 
in the cavernous, dimly lit chapel, searching, 
none focused on who is present. 
All eyes look ahead to the front. 
The speaker solemnly reads the names 
of those who are absent from the crowd. 
Words roll off the ears like rain drops; 
They are deaf to the pain and the dampness. 
One group sits silent together, trembling, 
while another weeps aloud. 
Disbelief, anger, acceptance: 
All three are on display 
In the midst of this tragedy. 
They are dismissed with a prayer. 
Echoing silence lingers in their minds. 
The crowd disperses out into the night. 
A multitude of faces go their separate ways. 
Yet they all walk the same path, 
none focused on who was present 
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CATHERINE BARNETT 
Age of the Sun 
from the misty mould of dawn 
an orange flower glows 
and plucked and flung into the sky 
the mighty chariot of Helios 
gives wild chase through ancient heavens 
till, wearied, he drags his feet, 
and drops, 
a fiery seed, 
into the dark 
loam of dusk 
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ADAM PECHTEL 
Mom's in Michigan 
The day Flappy died was hot. Mom was gone to see Grandma and Grandpa 
in Michigan. She said it wouldn't be so hot in Michigan. I remember digging the hole 
behind the hawthorn tree with sweat clinging to the bangs that hung out from under the 
bill of my cap. I wore that cap every day that summer. It was like an old friend. The bill 
was ripped from the times Flappy had chewed it up. Dad always told me I would know it 
was a good cap when Mom wanted to throw it out. Dad said she'd be coming home any 
day for weeks. I missed her. The hole was pretty deep, so Dad and I started taking turns. 
Flappy was in the garage because the garage was cool. He lay on the cement 
with his eyes closed. When we walked into the garage after the hole was dug, I thought 
he might be sleeping, and any minute his legs would start to paw the air. But he just lay 
there. 
I wasn't strong enough to lift him. Dad had to cradle him in his two big arms. I 
wasn't crying: it was only sweat dripping down my cheeks. On TV, when someone dies, 
there's blood everywhere and you can't tell who they are anymore. In the hole, Flappy 
looked like he was sleeping, except the hole wasn't long enough and his head was cocked 
awkwardly against the side. 
Dad stood with one hand on the shovel and wiped his forehead with the back 
of his other hand. Then he took the back of the shovel and began pushing the pile of dirt 
back into the hole. Flappy's head got covered first. 
With his head covered by the dirt, Flappy looked normal. I yelled at Dad to stop. 
It was really hot and my face was wet. I wasn't crying; I was just sweating. Dad stopped 
and leaned on the shovel with both hands on top of the handle. 
"Why?" he asked. 
"Are you sure? Couldn't he be sleeping? Or sick? Can't we take him to the vet to 
make sure?" I asked Dad. 
"This is just the way things are, boy," Dad told me. It was really hot and my eyes 
were stinging. Dad's cheeks were dry. He said, "you gotta learn to take it like it is." 
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RYAN DUNCAN 
The Truest Love 
"He is able to accomplish infinitely more than we would ever dare to ask or hope." 
Ephesians 3:20 
The enemy was watching me. Waiting for me to make a wrong move, a single 
mistake and they would attack. They wouldn't look at me directly, oh no, not in public; it 
was far too dangerous for their precious defenses to be compromised. Instead they chose 
to study me out of the corners of their eyes, as they pretended to busy themselves with 
their own affairs. I kept my guard up at an all time high and tried to dodge their stares, 
but I could feel them tensing; I couldn't escape. 
To be more accurate, I was standing in the middle of the guys' locker room at the 
end of fifth period gym. My locker had jammed, again, and right now all I wanted was to 
get out of here. Standing there in my underwear I tried to gently push the handle for the 
sixth time without drawing any attention from the other guys. I'm not a nerd; I don't have 
large glasses or thickly braced beaver teeth, and I'm not fat either. To be honest I look like 
just another high schooler. Average height, blond hair, brown eyes, and maybe a better 
then average build since I play soccer. So why did I feel like a slab of meat tossed in with 
a pack of starving lions? Simple, last year after turning seventeen I finally decided to come 
out, and now everyone knew I was gay. 
The locker finally gave a reluctant click and swung open. Relieved, I reached 
in and grabbed my clothes, or almost all of my clothes; my shirt tumbled to the floor. 
Without thinking I bent over to pick it up. The minute my fingers touched it I heard Paul 
Simons'voice rise above the locker room chatter. 
"Hey Carlson, I thought we told you none of us are interested in your fairy ass." 
Laughter stung my body on all sides. As if to finish off my humiliation, my locker swung 
closed with a satisfied clunk. Dragging on my clothes, I trudged out of the locker room 
before the bell rang. Being seventeen and openly gay can really, really suck. Not that being 
seventeen and closeted was a trip to cherry world. Overall being gay in high school puts 
you on the very bottom of the social totem pole. The bell rang and I dodged into one of 
the hallways to avoid the coming rush. That's when I saw my friend Quinn talking with 
some guy. Quinn is pretty cool, and smart too. She may look like just another twiggy red 
head but the reality is she'll probably be running the country in twenty-some years. She's 
totally into government and philosophy and all that stuff, and Quinn was also one of the 
founding members of our school's Gay-Straight Alliance. There were only five permanent 
members, including me, but it was still nice to have a place where I could talk openly, and 
I really looked up to her because of that. 
"Hey, Quinn.'"Ihe two of them stopped their whispering and turned to look at 
me. 
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"Hey Zack, what's up?" 
"Nothing really," I shrugged. "Who's your friend?"The guy she had been talking 
to started a little. 
"Oh, a, I'm-" 
"His name is Andrew, and he's straight, Zack. Sorry to burst your bubble," 
laughed Quinn. "He just transferred here a few days ago. I've been showing him the ropes 
for the past few days." 
"Hey." Andrew gave a small wave. Aside from being a little jumpy, Andrew 
seemed okay. He was taller than both Quinn and I with nice brown eyes and amber hair 
that was cut super short. I gave him a quick nod and turned back to Quinn. 
"So, are you coming to the meeting today?" 
"Of course, I am one of the founders after all. You people need me to keep you in 
line." 
"How about you?" I asked Andrew, half jokingly. "Interested in joining the Gay-
Straight Alliance?" 
Andrew's eyes bulged. "What? Well, I, a-" 
"Zack," Quinn interrupted, "you know you can't just drag someone into the 
alliance." 
"Actually," Andrew finally managed a concrete word, "I think I would like to 
come to one of your meetings, if it's all right with you." 
"Really?"This was a surprise. The usual responses were either running for the 
hills or a right hook to the jaw. 
"Yeah," Andrew nodded. "I'm not doing anything after school anyway. 
"Great, then I'll see you guys after three." 
"See ya Zack." Quinn waved goodbye as I headed for my next class. I couldnt 
help but smile as I left. A new member for the alliance. Maybe this school was finally 
starting to come around. 
* * * 
I watched Zack go, a cold chill running down my back like someone had just 
traced my spine with an icicle. Yes, I couldn't believe I said yes. God, could I do this? Was 
I really ready to face those people? Quinn stopped waving and turned to stare at me. 
"Are you sure you want to do this?" 
"I don't know," I admitted. 
Quinn took a long breath. Reaching up, she ran her fingers through the back of 
her hair; it was a habit she did when something was making her nervous. 
"I still haven't told them I'm a Born-again, you know." She fingered a pair 
of bangs gently. "They'll probably freak - no, scratch that - they will freak when I tell 
them." There was a hint of bitterness in Quinn's voice. I couldn't blame her for that; if 
some of your closest friends are gay, they won't exactly be thrilled to hear you've become 
a Christian. Quinn had just accepted Christ three months ago, after a girl in our Bible 
study had invited her on a church retreat. 
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"Falling in love with Jesus is the best thing I've ever done." That's what she 
always said to me, but ever since then her friends had become regular prayer requests in 
youth group, and I knew she was worried. 
"It's insane," she said at last. "It's like the Christian version of coming out. I 
don't know what they'll do. I mean, they're my best friends; I don't want them to think I 
hate them or anything, but," she paused, chewing her lip morbidly "when they ask me if 
I think homosexuality is ok, I'm going to have to say no, won't I?" I didn't answer; I just 
stood there looking at the empty hallway where Zack had been. Normally I try not to 
make assumptions about people, but this time I felt like it was safe to guess that Zack 
was openly gay. He had been so casual about it too, not even flinching when Quinn 
mentioned his sexuality, diving right into the subject without hesitation. How could he 
be so content with his lifestyle? Didn't he feel the weight; couldn't he feel the crushing 
shame on his shoulders or the empty void in his chest? For a couple of seconds the hall 
was filled with this awkward silence. Finally Quinn spoke. 
"So what will you do, Andrew? I mean, I have a pretty good guess, but do you 
really think it will do any good?" 
"I don't know," I answered lamely. "I just.. .1 felt like the Holy Spirit wants me to 
do this, so I'm going to." Quinn sighed and gave a feeble shrug. 
"Well, I knew something like this would happen eventually. I suppose we might 
as well get it over with." Other students began to crowd the hallway, some stopped at their 
lockers to switch books while most slumped past with their overstuffed backpacks. 
"Well, we need to get to class." 
"Wait." I caught Quinn by the arm. "Can you pray for me?" 
"Yeah." She gave me one of those encouraging smiles. "Come on, let's pray 
together." Making our way against the current of students, we slid into the library and 
found some seats near the back. 
"Do you want to start or should I?" 
"I'll start." Bowing our heads, I breathed deeply. "Lord, I.. .1 don't know if it is 
your will that we go to the Alliance meeting after school or not, but I just ask that you be 
with us while we are there. Please, just help us speak with truth and compassion. ..just, 
help us while we are there, Jesus. If it is possible, help us to plant just one seed and give 
us courage for what we will face." I wish I could say that the moment I finished speaking 
I felt the peace of Heaven soar down on the wings of a dove and then, with renewed 
strength, I walked out of the library with God's voice whispering in my ear. The truth is 
the only thing I felt was my small intestine coiling around my lungs. My prayer had felt 
too simple, like I'd dropped God a quick e-mail instead of actually asking him for help. 
My thoughts were so frantic I even missed what Quinn said as she finished the prayer. 
"Feel any better?" 
"Yeah," I lied. "Thanks a bunch." 
"Ok, well, guess I'll see you after school then." Giving me one last smile, Quinn 
shouldered her backpack and headed for the library doors. I didn't follow, I just sat there, 
watching as the clock ticked off the minutes until class started. Ten, nine, eight, seven... 
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* * * 
Six, five... Algebra lasts forever. I forced my eyes away from the clock, Mr. 
Hazman was droning on about co-sign or some other worthless math sequence as if our 
entire future depended on learning it. Still, even with Algebra dulling my senses I was 
excited. Andrew was going to come to our meeting; little by little our voices were starting 
to be heard. High school is a battlefield with midterm essays, but in all the chaos we 
had managed to start the GSA, a place where kids like me could just flake out and be 
ourselves. I remember at our first meeting Mike, one of the other founders, gave a speech 
that's lasted with every member. 
"I have a dream," he laughed. "A dream when one day this club won't be just a 
gathering place for the Gays and Lesbians of Kainville High school, but a place where 
every student here comes together for support and encouragement without fear of 
prejudice." We finished it off with a wild cheer, or as wild a cheer as six people could 
make. That had all been a year ago. Since then people had started peeking in, just glimpses 
but enough to know they were curious, and with each new person our hope grew. 
Andrew's acceptance was like one more stepping stone to the other side of the river. A 
jarring beep snapped me back to reality, and the class surged toward the door like a herd 
of buffalo. 
"Now remember, your homework is due next Tuesday and the quiz will cover 
chapters eight and nine." Mr. Hazman called after us, desperate to stop the stampede. 
Plunging into the stream of students I headed straight to my locker, chucking my 
backpack inside on arrival. Today the alliance was meeting in the Science Lab. Mike, 
Anna, and Katie were already there when I arrived. Mike is sort of the unofficial leader; 
he's a senior so naturally he likes to take the lead. Not that I'm complaining. Mike was 
one of the people who really looked out for me after I went public about my sexuality. He 
might be gay, but he's a big guy; I think he used to wrestle. Even the football team doesn't 
mess with him. Amna's the complete opposite; she's small and quiet, oh, and straight. She 
joined the alliance because she wants to be a social worker when she graduates college. 
Last but not least was Katie; she was a lesbian but had kept quiet about it for a long time. 
We'd tried to encourage her the best we could but... well everything takes time. Mike 
shot me a wave as I walked in. 
"Zack man! How you been? Glad you could make it." 
"Nice to see you, Zachery," added Anna. 
"Hey guys. Guess what, I got some great news." 
"Oh," Mike scooted his chair forward in mock interest. "Enlighten us." 
"Quinn's bringing a friend to our meeting today." 
"No way," Mike's face broke into wide grin. "You serious?" 
"Gay or straight?" inquired Katie. 
"Straight, unfortunately." 
"Ah, pity," grumbled Mike. "But hey, beggars can't be choosers." 
"So," said Anna, pulling up a chair for me, "when are Quinn and this new guy 
going to arrive?" 
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"Somebody say my name?" Quinn waltzed into the room, copper curls flying 
everywhere. Andrew shuffled in behind her, making a semi-timid wave at everyone. 
"Hey." 
"Everyone, this is Andrew," announced Quinn. I paused. For a moment I could 
have sworn I heard her voice waver. It must have been my imagination because Mike 
strode forward and locked Andrew's hand in a firm handshake. 
"Hey man, I'm Mike. Nice to meet you. The ebony skinned angel over there is 
Anna, and the blond with awesome fashion sense is Katie." Both girls gave Andrew a 
cheerful wave. "I believe you have already met the future President Quinn McDaniel and 
the one and only Zackman." Quinn let out a small laugh. 
"Hey man, glad you could come." I smiled. 
"Yeah, nice to meet you all." Andrew gave a half smile and edged into a seat. 
"So go on, tell us a little about yourself," urged Anna. A good idea; I realized that 
aside from his name I didn't know much about Andrew. He just shrugged. 
"What can I say? I'm a sophomore, I like to read, I transferred here about a week 
ago from a different school for financial reasons, and I'm here today because Zack invited 
me." I flashed him a small smile; to be honest I couldn't help but feel a litde pleased with 
myself as he finished. 
"Alrightey then." Mike clapped his hands together. "Now that we're all here, I 
herby declare this meeting of the Gay-Straight Alliance open. Anyone like to speak first?" 
Anna raised her hand. "I'm almost finished setting up the date for our school 
rally. I talked to a couple other people who agreed to help us out. All we need is a few 
more volunteers and we'll really be able to make an impact." She turned toward Andrew 
"What about you, interested in helping?" 
"Easy, people," Quinn interrupted. "Lets give this little fish some room to 
breathe."There it was again. She was smiling but there was a waver in her voice. What 
was going on? "Zack, did you finish the t-shirts for the rally?" 
"You bet," I said proudly, "I got the design all figured out. All you have to do is 
tell me how many people are coming." 
"Can I say something?" Katie put up her hand. 
"Sure Katie," said Mike. "What's up?" 
Katie sniffed. "I came out to my parents this weekend." Anna and Quinn gasped. 
"So?" I asked. "How did it go?" 
"My Mom actually took it pretty well. She was surprised and I think she's still 
a little concerned, but she let me know that she still loves me. My Dad," she shook her 
head, "Dad pretty much flipped out, and isn't talking to me anymore." 
"Oh," Andrew whispered. "I'm so sorry." 
"Jerk," muttered Mike. 
Katie just sniffed again. "Its okay, its just...how could he be so mad at me? I just 
wanted to tell them the truth, is that such a terrible thing?" 
"Hey girl, its okay." Quinn patted her shoulder reassuringly. Andrew nodded and 
gave a sympathetic smile. 
"I'll keep you in my prayers." 
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That got my attention. "You're a Christian?" 
"Well," Andrew glanced around the circle, "yeah. So?" 
"Nothing, it's just last I checked the Church wasn't a big fan of the Gay rights 
movement." 
Andrew shrugged. "I don't think smoking is a good thing, but that doesn't mean 
I hate people who smoke." 
"This is a little bit different," answered Mike, an edge creeping into his voice. 
"Smoking will kill your lungs. There's nothing wrong with being gay." Andrew started to 
open his mouth but didn't answer. "What?" snapped Mike. "What were you going to say?" 
"Geez Mike, lighten up." I needed to calm him down before he went completely 
overboard. Mike's a good guy, but his passion can sometimes turn him into a real jerk. 
"Yeah," Quinn joined in Andrews's defense. "He didn't come to pick a fight." 
"Besides, it's only super religious-conservatives who believe homosexuality is 
wrong. I don't think a loving God would punish someone just because they love someone 
of the same gender. Right, Andrew?" Andrew met Anna's smile with a pained expression. 
My muscles clenched; this was not going to end well. 
"Well, i-in the book of Romans it does say-" 
"I don't believe this!" Mike rolled his eyes, cutting him off. 
"Look, I don't want to upset you guys. Can we just move on and forget this ever 
happened?" 
Quinn nodded. "Yes, let's. We'll just end up shouting at each other for an hour if 
we don't. This is a support group, not Jerry Springer." 
"No," Mike said firmly. "Talking more is pointless. I want to resolve this." 
"I'm with Mike," added Katie. "I want to hear your reasons, Andrew." 
Quinn looked desperately at Anna, who just shook her head, then to me. 
"Sorry Quinn, but this needs to be done." 
"Its okay," Andrew tried to reassure her. 
"Fine," snapped Quinn leaning back in her chair. "Have it your way." I felt 
bad dumping her like that but Mike was right, we needed to clean the air. Andrew 
straightened a little and took a deep breath. 
"Yes, I believe homosexuality is a bad thing." Well, there went my pride. 
"Why?" asked Katie 
"Because when God made humans, he made men and women to love each other 
in an intimate way. That relationship is a precious gift, and being gay or lesbian twists that 
gift, warping the love into something else." Blood rushed to my face, who did this guy 
think he was? Andrew paused for a moment, "I also think... homosexuality can be hurtful 
to a person whether they realize it or not." 
"You're only saying that because that's what you've been taught," I exploded. 
"The truth is you don't have any idea how we feel. You're straight; you don't know what 
it's like being gay. All you're doing is listening to your pastor and making a judgment call 
on something you don't even understand." Katie gave a small cheer and started to clap. 
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Mike grinning at me. Andrew didn't respond, he 
just sat there with his head bowed. A twinge of guilt nagged my thoughts; I must have 
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embarrassed him pretty badly. Still, he needed to get the big picture. Andrew looked up 
suddenly, taking me by surprise, but he wasn't angry or embarrassed at all. Actually, he 
looked pretty sad. "You're wrong Zack," he whispered. "I know exactly how it feels." 
* * * 
That got their attention. Everyone was staring at me as if I'd sprouted a second 
head; even Mike seemed lost for words. My entire body was shaking uncontrollably. I 
mean, here I was telling my darkest secret to a pack of strangers. Was I insane? I wanted 
to stop, I wanted to close my eyes and wake up in bed, relieved that this was all just a bad 
dream, but everything was spilling out of my heart and mouth. I was completely out of 
control. 
"When I was younger I realized that I liked guys. I was a Christian, so it scared 
me, and more then anything I wanted it to go away, but it didn't. I started visiting gay 
websites, chat rooms, heck I even searched Myspace for other gay teens. And you know 
what? I liked it. I like the way my pulse quickened and my blood got hot when I searched 
the internet. It felt so good to let my primal feelings just take over." I made a small pause 
to gather my breath. No one moved. I'm not even sure they were even breathing. "Please 
God," I prayed inwardly, not even sure what I wanted him to do. "But you know what? 
When the heat of the moment was over I would feel saturated. Like I'd just climbed out 
of a tar pit and no matter how hard I tried I couldn't wash the filth away. Online I'd read 
stories about teens who were fine being gay, that they loved their lifestyles. But for me it 
felt like something was clawing at my insides and every time I headed for the computer I 
felt a nagging voice in the back of my head telling me to stop. If there was nothing wrong 
with being gay, if God didn't care as long as there was love, why did I feel that way?" I 
barely recognized my own voice; it had become almost raspy with emotion. My body 
was still shaking, I could hear my foot hitting the floor with an unnatural tapping sound. 
Blinking back tears I made myself focus; this needed to end. "I eventually went to my 
youth pastor, a guy I trust more then anyone else in this world. I told him everything, and 
he said he'd help me change. He even encouraged me to tell my friends and ask for their 
help, so I did. It wasn't easy, in fact it was almost impossible, but I realized that it was 
okay for me to struggle. Jesus had forgiven me, he'd forgiven me a long time ago, Satan 
no longer had any claim over me. So the more I prayed, the more I studied and asked my 
friends for help, the smaller I felt my feelings become. Now they are nothing but a dried 
husk, and I'm free." And like that it was over. I let out a sigh of relief. The walls of my 
heart were sealing back up, locking the terrible secret back inside. 
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, time out." Mike was the first to snap out of the trance. "You 
can't just change your sexual orientation." 
"I did." Mike gave me a look of complete disgust. 
"You're born gay, Andrew. It's in your genetics. You can't change your genes no 
matter how much you want to." 
"You're right, you can't." I said, the anxiety was beginning to creep back into my 
voice but I fought it down. "But Christ can. I believe in an almighty, all knowing, ever-
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present God. Shouldn't he be able to do the impossible?' 
"God, god, god," chimed Anna. "I can understand where you personally are 
trying to come from, but what about people who aren't religious? Your entire argument 
has been centered on your spiritual beliefs, without them your story doesn't hold much 
weight." 
"That's kind of the point," I retorted. "It's hard to explain. I'm not even sure I can 
explain it. And even if I could I don't think you would understand" 
"Oh," snapped Katie. "Why not?" 
I took a deep breath. "Because it's not about me. It's about God. Satan isn't 
dumb. He wants people to believe that they don't have a choice, and even then he 
disguises the true question. What I realized during my struggle was that the choice I 
had to make wasn't whether I like guys or girls. What I had to decide was who did I love 
more? Me, or God." 
Katie's eyes narrowed into slants. "Please, you're just in denial. Deep down you 
know what you really want, but you are too ashamed to admit it. You're just afraid of the 
truth." I felt a sharp pang of guilt sting my heart, igniting panic like a wildfire. I tried to 
speak, but no words came. 
"He's not denying anything, Katie." Quinn had risen from her chair and was 
now standing between her and me. "A while back he liked guys. But it tore him up so 
badly he changed his ways and grew closer to God because of it." 
"I can't believe you're defending him!" Zack had finally recovered from his shock. 
"He's against everything the alliance stands for. For God's sake, Quinn, you're one of the 
founding members, aren't you mad?" 
"The alliance was supposed to be a place where Kainville students can come 
without fear of discrimination," said Quinn bluntly. "And please don't take my Lord's 
name in vain, Zack." Oh ouch, I bit my lip and stared up at Quinn. Not the gentle 
letdown we'd prayed for. 
"Oh my God," Mike must not have been listening too closely. "Don't tell me you 
converted?" 
"Look guys," Quinn softened her voice. "This doesn't change how I feel about 
you guys. I love you, you're my friends and I'll always love you. But is this how you will 
treat me? Are we really the open-minded people we say we are?" No one answered. A 
very long uneasy silence began to fill the room; each of us was sort of trapped in the inner 
chaos and shock of our own minds. Finally Katie stood up. 
"Well Andrew, thank you for making this such an interesting meeting, but I 
think the leaders need to have a little pow-wow." English translation, I had two minutes 
to get out. I wasn't going to just leave Quinn, but one look from her told me to go. They 
were her friends, and she needed to do this alone. I got up slowly and made my way 
towards the door, feeling their icy stares pierce my back as I went. 
"I just wanted to tell you the truth," I whispered. "Is that really such a terrible 
thing?" I hadn't meant for anyone to hear, but behind me Katie gave a startled gasp. 
For one brief, hopeful moment I could swear I saw something like the shadow of hope 
glimmer in her eyes. But it was only a moment. 
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"Get out." Her voice was cold. She pointed to the door. I left. 
* * * 
Sitting in the passenger seat of Mike's Toyota, I watched as the trees whisked 
passed us in a blur of green. Next to me at the steering wheel Mike sat brooding silently. 
The rest of the meeting had been a disaster. Mike had gone totally postal on Quinn, 
saying that she'd sold out and asking why she'd done it. Quinn kept her cool through the 
whole thing. She kept saying she hadn't sold us out, and spouting random things about 
Christ. Anna tried to keep the issue from spilling over - typical Anna. Katie, Katie just 
left. She walked out without saying a word to anyone. As soon as I get home I'll try to call 
her and see if she's ok. I heard Mike mutter something inaudible under his breath; I guess 
he has a right to be angry. The strange thing was that Quinn wasn't the person bothering 
me; it was Andrew. Coming out hadn't been a picnic for me; it had been a nightmare. But 
I eventually decided to accept myself for who I was and things got a little easier. Why 
had Andrew fought? I've heard my share of closet stories. There's always someone who 
doesn't want to admit their true feelings, but they all break down in the end. What on 
earth was so important to him that he'd fight his own heart? God? The thought flickered 
through my head momentarily and remained like a bad aftertaste. Yeah sure, an invisible 
all powerful deity gave him the strength to stop liking guys, let's go with that. This whole 
thing was completely pointless. Mike brought the Toyota to a stop outside my house. 
"Complete bull, that's what it was." I didn't answer. "Hey bud, you ok?" 
"Yeah, just a litde.. .distracted." 
"Hey Zack," Mike reach over to give my shoulder a friendly shake. "Don't let 
what that guy said get to you. He's just another closet case bigot who's too wrapped up in 
his religion. And Quinn, well, I'm sure she'll come around." 
"Thanks Mike." 
"No problem." I just needed some time to chill. The nagging feeling was probably 
nothing, it would go away eventually. Right? 
* * * 
I started reading my Bible the minute I got home. I didn't stop for homework 
or even when my Dad called me for dinner. I'd failed. The meeting had been a complete 
disaster, the others hated me, and Quinn would probably take all the heat for letting me 
in. Why had I done it? I had wanted to believe the Holy Spirit had led me to do it, but 
had I just been fooling myself? 
"Please Lord," I whispered as I flipped through page after page of Scripture. 
"Please, just give me an answer. Let me know I'm on the right path. Tell me I did the 
right thing. Please, show me that Zack, Anna, and the others heard You. Make-" I broke 
down. Falling on my arms and knees I just knelt there, willing myself not to start crying. 
I knew I'd been forgiven, but that's not what I wanted. I wanted to be pure, clean; I never 
wanted to look back into the past and know that the temptation was still there in my 
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heart, clawing to get out. My Bible flopped to the ground, planting itself on a lopsided 
angle. Please, I whispered "Tell me there's hope. I don't want to be this way; I'm so tired 
of fighting. Please just tell me I'm going to be alright." I didn't move for a while. Then, 
cautiously, I picked up the limp Bible and looked at the page. 
"Ilift my eyes up to the hills, where does my help comefrom? 
My help comesfrom the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth." 
-Psalm 121:1-2 
It wasn't what I had wanted. But as I closed my Bible, and drifted off into an 
exhausted sleep, I knew it was enough. 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: Duncan has chosen to divide his narrative presentation 
among two first-person voices in order to convey the tensions and moral struggles faced 
by a group of high school students wrestling with the loaded issues raised by sexual 
identification and Christian dogma. The split-screen approach allows the author to 
explore the psychological complexities from both sides and to build the confrontation 
from the inside. Though the collisions at times feel slightly over-wrought, the depiction of 
the characters' inner turbulence convince the reader of their felt urgency. 
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PETER DULL 
Boat and Father 
James and I rose early that day, 
Abba having asked us to help him— 
a school of tilapia was spotted 
not a mile from shore. 
The scent of the sea— 
old nets, fish scales, seaweed— 
rose from the harbor. 
The sun was just fighting the Judean hills 
as we made our way to the family boat. 
"Some day this will all be yours," 
father had promised, 
time and again, 
his generous hand sweeping over patched sails 
and worn oars. 
It was the gesture no doubt used by 
his father, 
and his father, 
and his father, 
Sons of Zebedee, fishermen. 
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Dang 
Skirt swishes, sashays 
red hair shimmers; a glance tossed 
over the shoulder. 
PARNASSUS 
Dinnertime in Rush Hour 
The Palestinian doctor 
sits in his Mercedes, 
next to the Jewish lawyer 
in the Jetta, 
and the white guy, 
with the minivan 
and four bickering children, 
is inching along, 
next to the Suburban 
occupied by the African Americans, 
and all join in the feast 
of fast food— 
each at his or her respective table— 
complaining about how crowded 
this place is. 
MAGGIE KOHL 
Garage Sale 
372 Forest Lane 
A woman like glass 
Watches me, vulnerable 
Her life exposed to strangers 
Once valued treasures 
Lie scattered on a broken card table 
Boxes of old books 
A basket of burnt out candles 
Lie worthless and old 
Seeing nothing I turn away 
Defeat drains her 
Pain marked in every wrinkle 
I have skimmed the surface of someone's life 
And in it found nothing of value 
I turn to the table again 
And find a porcelain lady 
Timeworn and fragile 
She smiles 
Pleased that someone has found a treasure in her belongings 
Nickels and dimes I pay for my purchase 
Spare change 
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KRISTINA GARVELINK 
Rhapsody for a Fisherman Lost at Sea 
I have one memory of my grandfather. His arching, oversized hands, quilted 
with dirt, hunched over the piano keys preparing to execute a rough, unscripted battle 
plan. He did not maintain, or own, a set of delicate fingers primed for playing or the long 
fingers of Rachmaninoff that dominated wide intervals; in haphazard strokes, his large, 
short fingers bumped surrounding keys as he tried to produce stirring combinations of 
tones. Left resting on the top of the upright piano, he owned an unopened, tattered hymn 
book which I never saw him refer to. I never saw him interpret the language of notes and 
to this day I remain unsure whether he really knew the language of music, but even if he 
did not know grammatical points and mechanics of the language, he understood it and 
practiced it. He practiced effective chord building techniques, steady waltz rhythms, and 
traditional harmonic patterns demonstrating that, at one time, he had learned the rules 
and properties of the scales and held them ingrained in his hands; many details had long 
since escaped his conscious thought process, but they remained active and embedded in 
his fingertips. 
I only recall my grandfather playing the piano once in my presence. During a 
Sunday afternoon visit, he rolled back the cover over the faded, out of tune keys and sat 
down with a flourish to beat out a waltz. He composed as he played, consumed in the 
moment. First, the accompaniment was established with downbeats arranged in a strong, 
determined, deliberate pattern - a solid, loud note followed by two softer, lighter tones. 
Accentuating his backdrop, the next layer in his composition consisted of improvised 
chaotic, chronological verse. He accounted for my future with story and narrative that 
arose from his imagination and longings. Traditional school days, graduation, and my 
wedding day were all topics he considered; he put to song seasons and transitions. I sat 
beside him uncomfortable on the scratched, wooden bench examining the movements of 
his hands across the piano. He exhibited complete control as he composed. Neither of us 
realized that he would not be testifying or witnessing any of the events he compiled so 
casually. As he composed, he penned his sole set of memories. 
Although not a man of the outdoors, my grandfather fished; he fished in 
practice and in trade. He drudged up melodies like gathering collections of fish amidst 
a tangle of nets and tackle for the night. He would examine each for a mere fraction of 
a moment, noting with a slight turn and nod of his head whether of appropriate size 
and shape before saving it amongst the assortment. Gathering the group deemed as 
worth saving, he would set to the task of arranging them in a fairly conjunct, consonant 
manner. Depending on the moment, he would order the display for all to see and admire, 
suspended in a line with a pungent odor arising from them; his chanteys smelled of the 
sea. 
My grandfather, the pianist, died at sea. The night prior to his departure, he 
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cleaned and prepared his assorted nets and tackles. Prior to sunrise, he set sail in his 
rusting, worn, sunburned boat with chipped paint peeling from the many days it had 
seen the sun. He traveled until he sensed the correct depth before settling into the daily 
routine. He moored the boat many feet out past the bay, but just visible on the horizon. 
The height of day passed and still his boat continued to rest, solitary and serene as a cast 
shadow, on the top of the sea. The sun set; he never came home. He died immune to and 
drunken on the smell of the sea rising all around him, saturating his clothes and skin. 
Visible resting, bobbing on the horizon, the outline of the boat balanced on the surface of 
the water as the waves of the tide migrated toward the shore. But the anchor held fast in 
place unmoved and the boat remained bound to the bottom of the sea. I received news in 
another town that his boat seemed to rest stagnant over the water. In the midst of life and 
work, he just never came home. 
I never had the chance to witness him playing the piano again. Buried smelling 
of fresh tobacco and yard work, the day of my grandfather's burial lingered while 
overtaken with sun. Following the farewell, the relatives went to the half-empty home of 
my grandmother to munch lisdessly on ham buns and recount memories. I remember the 
abandoned piano bench. Abandoned, emptied, left sitting stray in front of the upright, 
the bench remained standing inappropriately. The piano kept still, for my grandfather 
did not return to disturb and unsettle the surface of the deep. Dust began to rest on the 
exterior, collecting in a blanket over the decorative wood grain. The keys became hidden 
from view as the cover closed over them like a protective tarp shielding them against the 
weather. The isolated bench evolved into a bookshelf of sorts — an appropriate place to 
stack newspapers, library books, and overdue bills. 
I never tangibly said farewell to my grandfather. Appropriately, the waves have 
found a rhythm over his grave at sea playing a solemn dirge. The winds stir the surface of 
the sea, mixing water with height, bringing the suspended crests to fall down upon the 
wharf, down upon the shore. A constant, continual series of nontraditional taps are played 
by the waves. Traditionally, taps serve as a formal farewell and prayer uttered by a lone 
soloist in formal presentation sending out the call to remember over a small, tarnishing 
instrument. The sea serves as the soloist while the earth provides the instrument. The 
mournful, hollow sound hangs in the stagnant air supplying a silencing, echoing rhapsody 




In a gallery of stars your face is displayed 
On a column in the center 
Adorned by a frame. 
Biography of the artist beside you 
"God the Father: He made a big mistake." 
You are color. No voice. 
Holding a red apple 
In a crowded room of trees 
Weeping tears of silence 
Like a dream with no scream 
As your husband strips leaves to use for his Scripture 
And promises heaven 
At the price of your earth. 
Eve, don't cry. 
Your tears are smearing the paint 
And your body is distorted. 
It's ok. We can hide it. 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: I admire the conceit of this poem: Eve as a work of art in a 
cosmic gallery. In just a few strokes, Lauren Znachko makes the fall eternally present-
and also causes us to wonder to what extent Eve has been framed. 
2ND PLACE POETRY LAUREN ZNACHKO 
A painting in an art gallery read, "If our father and mother 
could speak they would say Heaven is real ALL COME." 
But death is their silence. 
So I won't go to that glitter and gold. 
Heaven is stale and static if only 
Polish, pearl and plotted into grand estates of power 




I don't belong. (do you?) 
Let's go somewhere else 
Like a park or a play 
Where God is a lady, 
Her breasts on display. 
And angels are birds 
With crumpled up wings 
That praise God with the worms they eat 
Instead of how they sing 
Paint that in neon white on green and I'll come. 
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QUENTIN J. MCCAFFREY 
A Dream 
August 14,2006 
I dreamt that I was in my high school environmental science class. My teacher, 
Mr. Perry, and my class were in Antarctica. I was there too. This was very natural and 
ordinary. Somewhere, at sometime, the students in my class had morphed into emperor 
penguins and were swimming in the crisp frozen waters. I did not change into a penguin, 
nor did Mr. Perry or another teacher who was with the class. 
Later, after time spent as penguins, the students returned to the land and to 
their natural human form. No time had passed in the real world and the dimension that 
humanity knows, but they had lived the entire lives of the penguins. As they swam up 
to the edge of the ice, the teachers and I waited for them. First one at a time, then more 
rapidly they began to propel themselves up onto the land in smooth graceful dives. In 
mid air they changed back to people. They were each overjoyed to share about their lives 
and experiences in the artic water. They were laughing and talking excitedly with each 
other. I watched and then tried to mimic their elegant dive from the water to the land, 
but I could not. I dove awkwardly into the icy water and could not swim like a penguin 
because I was not, nor had I ever been, a penguin. 
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DARYL HENRY 
Cupid is a Gravedigger 
To be honest, love bothers me not, 
It is love's premonition that I loathe. 
It's staring at the net twill have me caught 
That adorns me in such bitter black clothes. 
I can smell her hair before we embrace 
And also hear her voice before we speak. 
Ay, love has no net like a pretty face, 
nor such spade to dig the tomb of the weak. 
Cupid is a gravedigger out of place 
who pairs me with a girl, other men she seeks. 
Behind her is the digger and his grave. 
His knees are dirty, but she holds the spade. 
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KAT ERICKSON 
The Immobile Part of Night 
Driving through the. country during the immobile part of night 
Just you and the blue haze over the fields, lit up by the full moon's Luna halo. 
The chill hints at autumn; 
You stop the car and pull on your sweatshirt. 
Your windshield keeps fogging and the defrost makes it worse 
So you peer through the four translucent inches right down by the dash 
And the minivan behind you doesn't know how to pass you. 
So you slow down to 40, but the jerk doesn't take the hint 
He just keeps making sure that you can't enjoy the glorious mid-night indigo. 
Not that you could anyway, 
Because your windshield is in league with the minivan. 
So everything is working against you, preventing your solitary moment. 
Grumbling, you turn off the highway. 
You finally make it home and shuffle through the parking lot 
(Past the crumpled Taco Bell sacks and the Corollas and Altimas) 
Until you reach the front walk. 
And the only sounds are the insects in their last revel before the frost kills them 
And the hem of your jeans as it grazes the concrete. 
Such a loud sound... 
To bring you back from your drive. 
KAT ERICKSON 
RACHAEL CUSACK 
Learning to Speak, and Other Lies 
We first started worrying when we heard our mother ordering books from 
the thick parenting catalogues that arrived regularly in our mailbox. I remember seeing 
her at her desk in the kitchen, her shoulder clutching the phone against her ear, paging 
swiftly through the grey pages to the items with large blue ink circles drawn around 
them. We listened to the titles, When the First Year Isn't Quite Right, Why He Needs More 
Than Love, and Concerning Late Development: It's Not Your Fault. I remember the feeling 
in the room as we listened to her on the phone; I sat on the carpet, running my fingers 
through it—creating valleys and hedges and then rubbing my hand flat over it again to 
straighten the strands. We felt—my sister and I, without saying so—that something had 
changed and now an inconceivable thing could happen at any moment. When you are 
young, inconceivable things are a danger that must always be considered. It had seemed 
inconceivable to me that one day my dog was running around outside with me, and the 
next day a strange woman with blonde hair was knocking on our door and talking with 
my mom about her car, and then my mom closed the door and the dog was dead, which 
meant nothing other than that I never saw him again. 
We had been particularly attentive to our parents' actions since Michael's first 
birthday. During the party we watched the people talking to our parents; everyone's faces 
looked worried. I saw my parents nodding, and occasionally my mom would get a piece 
of paper and write something down that they said to her—a name, or a phone number. I 
never thought there was anything wrong with my brother—to a nine year old, everything 
is normal until declared not so. My parents would try to coax him, heightening their 
voices and shortening their sentences, they would hold up cookies or small plastic trucks 
or dangle colored ribbons in front of him, pleading with him to say the names of the 
objects. He would smile at them, an assured smile, a smile of confidence, and shake his 
head. He would, he would shake his head at them. Sighing, my mom would put her hands 
on her hips and stretch her back, and my dad would lean against a wall with his arms 
folded across his chest. Then they would look at my sister and I, staring at us until we felt 
something was expected. And we would begin to chatter, mentioning how far Michael 
had walked that day or how much he had laughed when we built a tower of blocks and let 
him push it over. ( 
At the time my sister and I shared a room. We cut the letters of our names out 
of our mom's magazines and pasted them to our door—Elise's hanging over mine because 
Elise came before Mary in alphabetical order. Our twin beds matched—two dark cherry 
wood headboards—but everything else was mixed, the nightstand's varnish had worn off, 
our bookshelves had to be tipped against the wall to keep the books inside. It was into 
our room we would take Michael, occupying him with the box of blocks we dragged from 
the living room. My sister and I would lie flat on our stomachs on the floor, framing him, 
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reading our books. We had dozens of books; they were piled underneath our nightstand 
and stuffed into the cupboards of the old kitchen cabinet our parents had given us as a 
bureau. We could lie for hours that way—Elise, eleven and the best reader, me, nine and 
behind the kids in my grade for scores, Michael, one and a half, knocking the blocks 
together-—our mother would open the door and we would know not to acknowledge her, 
to pretend to be busy and peaceful because that would make her think everything would 
always be okay. 
The night after we heard our mother on the phone ordering books, my sister 
and I stared up at the plastic stars we'd stuck to our ceiling. The stars would glow all the 
way until I fell asleep; Elise explained that they collected light all day and saved it for the 
nighttime. 
"Mom and Dad are going to take Michael to a doctor," I said. 
Elise shook her head, back and forth on the pillow. "No they're not." 
"Yes they are Elise, I heard Mom on the phone, she was calling the doctor and 
making an appointment." 
"Well then, why did she say Michael was doing fine today to Grandma on the 
phone?" She asked, knowing I hadn't heard the conversations she was referring to. 
"I don't know, but I know they are going to take him," I said. Elise sat up and 
pulled the wool blanket at the end of the bed up to her chest and then folded it over onto 
itself and then the sheet on top of it. She lay back down, looking like the kids in bed in 
the catalogues advertising matching bed-sheet sets. 
"At Christmas," Elise began, "I heard Grandma say to Dad that they should 
take him to a specialists who would help him. When Margo's little brother was sick they 
took him to the doctor and then she didn't see him for three weeks." I heard her head 
turn on her pillow as she looked at me. "I don't think the doctors are going to understand 
Michael." 
"We have to do something Elise. They'll send him to a hospital and then we'll 
never see him again," I said. We lay there, staring up at our stars. We talked like this every 
night, laying flat in our beds staring up at the ceiling, sliding in and out of arguments, 
sometimes yelling, sometimes falling asleep telling each other stories. I waited for Elise to 
solve the problem. 
"We should tell Mom and Dad Michael talked to us," she said. 
"We would be lying." 
"But he does kind of talk to us. Like when you were building the tower and he 
didn't want to play anymore so we stopped." 
"That's just because I knew," I said. 
"Yeah, so it's like he talks to us," Elise said. 
"What would we say he said?" I asked. 
"I don't know, what did you say first?" 
"'Mom,' I said 'Mom.'At least that's what Mom said. But Dad always laughs 
when she says that." 
"Let's say he said 'Mom' then," Elise's voice was firm. 
"And 'Dad.'We should say he said both." We were silent for a while. I moved my 
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feet back and forth under the sheets. The cat was curled up between them, on top of my 
wool blanket. 
"What if they don't believe us?" I said. 
"They'll believe us." 
* * * 
The next afternoon we played war underneath our beds. Our twin beds had 
white skirts that hung down from the mattress to the ground and we could he on our 
stomachs underneath our beds and pull up the skirts and peer out at each other. Our cat 
would usually play with us too; we would stick our fingers out from under the skirt, and 
she would paw at them or try to bite them, and we would snap them back. That day we'd 
gathered up all of Michael's trucks and green plastic army men and had divided them into 
two groups. Each of us had a bed and took turns sending the cars into each other's land. 
The men were lined up just inside the skirt so if the car came through at the right point, it 
would knock them over. We would lie on our stomachs, propping our heads on our elbows 
and watch for the car to come crashing through the skirt. It was on the honor system, 
which worked anyway because we always shouted when one of our guys got knocked over. 
Michael was under Elise's bed with Elise. She would let him set up the guys wherever he 
wanted. That's why she was losing. 
"Mary?" 
"Yeah?" I had gathered up my guys and was strategically lining them up—placing 
them in obvious places this time, hoping Elise would go for the corners. 
"I think we should make it so he talked today," she said. 
"Ok.. .when is he going to?" 
"How about now?" 
"Ok." We were both quiet for a minute. I could hear my sister breathing. The cat, 
bored by the sudden inactivity, swiped her paw under the skirt to attract my attention. I 
bit my lip, trying to imagine Michael talking to Elise. When our parents had first told 
me and Elise that our mom was pregnant, and that they knew it would be a boy, we were 
excited. There was a show on TV with two sisters and a little brother, the little brother was 
always coming up with new games to play or saying funny things or getting in trouble 
with the cat. We told our parents we should be allowed to watch it as much as we wanted 
because it would help us get ready to have a baby brother. When Michael came, we 
thought he would play with us right away, so it was disappointing when he only slept, and 
our parents stood next to us every time we were near him. I didn't know what his voice 
would sound like, so I imagined it like the little brother's voice in the show. 
It was still silent. I was tired of waiting, and the silence reminded me of how 
Elise always won when we played who could be silent the longest. 
"Elise? What'd he say?" I asked. 
"Um, he said..." Elise stopped, I could hear her setting up her men. "He said 
'Mom.' Didn't you hear him?" 
I pulled up the skirt and stuck my head out; Elise did the same thing. I could see 
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Michael's face. He was farther over than Elise so I could only see half of his face. In front 
of both of their faces were the little green army men, lined up, mute faces turned towards 
me. The cat slunk in, disappointed by our quitting the game, and brushed past my face, 
her tail nearly flicking into my eyes. She crept onto my back and turned around a couple 
times, settling down to sleep. I stared at Elise. She looked at me and nodded a very small 
nod. Elise had larger eyes than me, and even when I was nine I already knew that larger 
eyes were better eyes. She could blink them, my dad would say, and things would happen 
for her. I never knew what that meant. I smiled, and tried to laugh like I did when the cat 
on the show got the little brother into trouble. 
"He did? He said 'Mom'? Michael," I tilted my head to the side, mimicking my 
parents, "You said 'Mom'? I guess I didn't hear him." 
"Are you sure you didn't hear him?" Elise asked. I looked at her. 
"Oh, wait." I tried the laugh again and it sounded better this time. "Maybe I did. 
Yeah, I did." 
"We should tell Mom, don't you think?" 
"Yeah, we should! Wait, maybe we should wait until dinner when Dad's home." 
"Ok, that's a good idea," Elise said. She pulled the skirt down and I pulled mine 
down and we both rearranged our army men again. 
* * * 
I was examining my plate, hoping to figure out some way to not eat the casserole 
when Elise first spoke. Our parents had already asked each other about the day, and I had 
already tried requesting something different for dinner. I decided I would have to starve 
until breakfast—casseroles are an unintelligible mix of pasta and vegetables with creamy 
liquid in between, and I always dreaded their appearance on my plate. Michael was sitting 
in his chair, eating orange squash. 
"So," Elise started. My mom and dad were both looking at Michael, they'd taken 
to doing that when they were together. 
"So Michael said 'Mom' and 'Dad'today."They instantly looked at Elise. Elise 
was looking directly across the table at me. 
"He did?" 
"When?" 
"He said both?" 
Elise nodded, setting her fork down. "We were playing in our room and me and 
Mary were making a new tower and he said, 'Mom.'" Elise said the word slowly and I 
realized Michael's voice probably wouldn't sound like the little brother on TV. "And then 
we said, 'What did you say Michael?' and he said, 'Mom' again and then he said, 'Dad."' 
"Just like that, 'Dad' or was it more like, 'Da-da'?" My mom asked. 
"What do you think, Mary? Was it just 'Da-da'?" They looked at me now as Elise 
asked me. 
I shook my head, looking at Elise. "It was 'Dad.'" I looked at my parents. "I heard 
it too." 
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They both got up, cooing at Michael, asking him what he said, and to say it again 
for them. Elise and I sat at the table, waiting for them to settle down and eat again. When 
they didn't, Elise asked if we could be excused. Our mom told us to just bring our plates 
over to the sink. She didn't notice I hadn't eaten any of my casserole. We went into the 
living room and played a board game for the rest of the evening. Later on, we heard our 
mother on the phone, calling our grandmother. 
"Well, they're just kids. Who knows, maybe he said more and they just didn't 
hear him at first. I know, we're so glad they told us at all." My mother leaned down to 
smile at us when she said the last words, fiddling with the cards on our board game. We 
watched her hand—restacking the deck in the middle of the board, straightening the pile 
in its box—and then she removed it, walking away. "Well of course he'll say it to us soon, 
maybe he was just commenting that we weren't there." 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: Cusack's story takes on the challenge of conveying the 
complicated resonances of family life through a single fraught situation, a younger 
sibling's developmental impasse and the conspiracy of his two older sisters to persuade 
their parents that the child has said his first words. Through the author's close-focus 
presentation we understand the family's underlying fear, and their investment in normalcy. 
Cusack avoids the pitfalls of sentimentality and overstatement and delivers an amply 
dramatized climactic scene. 
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JORDAN ZANDI 
The Day the Aliens Came 
The day the aliens came, 
I was rolling up my car windows 
in clouds of kicked-up dust and 
in the dirt of their landing maneuvers, 
in the eye-blinding glare of their search lights. 
The roar of the earsplitting engine— 
I had imagined them more stealthy— 
made me ease to the shoulder 
to await the green man invasion 
knowing I could not escape 
in my '92 Cadillac Seville. 
I imagined the pangs of abduction: 
would I feel a slight tingle 
of dissipating cells 
before they beamed me in? 
Would they live up to the movies? 
Or would they accost and bind me— 
far less exciting in my opinion. 
However, I found myself totally undetected, 
a bug in the unwavering path of 
an outer-space juggernaut. 
Disappointed, I saw the dust depart 
to reveal only a small machine, 
green like its pilots should have been, 
and more intent on the corn than me. 
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MATT LARSON 
Frightening Call 
I hate making life decisions. I feel like with each one I make I'm further and 
further limiting myself. Making my world of possibilities smaller and smaller. I like 
having an endless world of opportunities before me, but unfortunately you can't just 
sit there staring at your choices, reveling in the possibilities very long. You have to do 
something. Then that defines you. This morning I had to make one of those life decisions. 
Hazel called me. Hazel Dominaque. (I hate it when I can't pronounce names; 
makes me feel disconnected.) Hazel is my Peace Corps recruiter/interviewer. She called 
my home yesterday and told my brother that she had some "possible nominations" she 
wanted to talk to me about. This was progress. After the interview she had said that I 
was a "strong candidate" but it would really help if I could pick up about 10 hours of 
community service to put on the application. At the time, I respectfully nodded and made 
some affirming noise. I tried to consider it, maybe four—I could do reallife or something. 
No, there's no way, I'm a PA, a senior, I have two senior projects, I'm on IFC and Acting 
on Aids— don't those count for anything? I wrote her a letter courteously expressing this 
sentiment when I sent in my fingerprints for the background check. I was skeptical of any 
nominations and even if she did nominate me she alluded to more a thorough weeding 
process in D.C. and since I can't pick up those ten community service hours I'm not going 
to be a "strong candidate." 
But then she called my house with some "possible nominations" that she wanted 
to talk to me about. What does that even mean? It was about six thirty last night when I 
got the voicemail my brother left. Then I got the voicemail that Hazel left. This is a good 
sign. This is progress, but I'm still skeptical because of those service hours. Hazel may like 
me, but on paper I've got a shameful blank space under the application section entitled 
COMMUNITY SERVICE. What have I been doing with my life? Well, lots of things; 
just nothing that fits into so many hours a week for an extended period of time with a 
supervisor. There's always ESL (English as a Second Language). 
I tried to call her back that night. Obviously she wasn't there so I left a 
message—that will show her I'm responsible even though she has my home number and 
not my cell. I told her I would call first thing in the morning. I forgot. I went to breakfast 
and read my Aristotle and started to reflect about how responsible I was being since on 
Thursdays my first class isn't until 2 when I remembered: Hazel Dom-something. My cell 
read 9:32.1 wait again through her long voicemail message because she forgot to press 
the appropriate key after saying her name in the generic message. This gave me time to 
think of what my second message should say—this is really good; now she really knows 
that I am a concerned, responsible individual. By leaving two messages to her one, I was 
winning in the professionalism game. I finished my reading in the frigid DC atrium, 
walked out to my car, and started to maneuver my way through the parking lot when my 
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phone began to vibrate in my jeans'pocket. After awkwardly working it out, I recognized 
the number as Hazel's and quickly pulled into a vacant spot so I could give her my full 
attention. 
We exchanged the rudimentary greetings. I can hear excitement in her voice and 
it makes me both excited and apprehensive. She said that she doesn't usually do this sort 
of thing, but she was going to let me decide which placement she would nominate me for; 
most of the time she would just pick which one she thought that the candidate was best 
fitted for, but she thought that these were both an excellent fit for me. She proceeded to 
give me three sentences about each placement. They were both in the area of community 
building or service. First, she told me of the position in Africa which requires French I, 
and is education focused. The second, she said, has no language background requirement 
and would be somewhere in the Pacific and would be more health oriented. She added 
that even though I don't have any health background, they would give me the training I 
needed. Also, both these positions required someone who could work in an unstructured 
environment. I asked if I could know specifically what country in Africa. She said no, only 
general info. I didn't bother to ask about anymore details. 
How can they do this to people? 
After thinking for about a minute just throwing in stupid statements like "this 
is so hard," and "they both sound so good," I asked if she needed a decision right now. 
"Yes," she said, "I really do," then she apologized for putting me in this position. Does 
she do this with everyone or am I just the lucky one? How can I decide where I'm going 
to spend the next two years of my life in a few minutes on the phone when I'm given 
three sentences about each place? How can they do this? Well, I really wanted to learn 
a language, but I also really wanted to live in an exotic and tropical place completely 
different from my own. What language will I learn there? She wasn't sure or wasn't saying, 
maybe an English dialect. I told her I think I would like the isolated Pacific placement. 
Would you like me to read that to you again? This time the very isolated part really stuck -
out to me. Can you read the other one again? This was horrible. I hate making huge 
decisions like this. How can I know what is best for me from three sentences? Well, this 
is just nomination anyway, right? I think I'll stick with the Pacific choice, I told her. Okay, 
she said, I will go ahead and process you for that one. You should receive some things 
in the mail in two or three weeks, just some dental and health forms and tests you will 
have to have done and they will process your background check and then you will most 
likely be packing your bags in mid-July. What happened to "possible nominations"? Well, 
I guess the possible was between the two locations, but nomination, I thought, implied 
further evaluation and competition, not dental and health checks. 
Shoot. I'm going to the Pacific. 
Don't get me wrong, I'm excited; but how do I know if I chose the right one? 
Did I really just decide where I was going to spend the next two years of my life in one 
minute? I called my Dad first; I felt like a girl who was just proposed to thinking of 
everyone I should call. He was shocked, but not too shocked. I was excited and could hear 
the excitement in my own voice this time as I told him the news. He congratulated me 
and asked if I got paid for doing the Peace Corps. I told him not really, just a monthly 
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stipend but that's on top of food and housing. Then he asked me what I was going to do 
afterward. I told him I wasn't sure, maybe grad school or something. He was happy for me 
and kept saying that this was what I've wanted for awhile and that he was excited for me. 
I remembered, also, that I hadn't signed away on anything and there was so much more 
information to come; even when you're there you can decide that it's not right for you, it's 
not like the army. I think, this is what I want to do based on those three sentences. 
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MARC BELCASTRO 
Phazes 
You lunar nobody, 
shifting tides at whim, 
boasting of some great talent. 
You with your stolid, 
imperious poker-face. 
Ruminating in my frozen, 
mid-winter despair, 
foolishly I look to you 
for sympathy. 
How could your so-called 
tranquil and defaced 
sea calm me? 
Still, I fear 
we are similar somehow, 
showing only 
a single face. 
Out there, yet chained to here, 
revolving and dizzy, 
rigid and eclipsed 
and exposed. 
I've known those nights. 
No wonder we're alone. 
And I don't care for your 
closed lips, 
that insolent silence. 
But, our cold undersides, 
the unseen numbness of space... 
Allow me to sit, brother. 
Let us warm the night together. 
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Dissection 
I cut twilight like a knife 











break ing the the edgeless quiet 
by peeling 
open the darkness 
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& by syn-syn-synapse to fingertips thru brachial nerwvwe 
to spinal column up the cranial vagus to my brain and 
zipzap 
telling me it's a hand, human 
with my arm still reaching through the {I don't know what it is} 
into my own hand 
palm not facing downward 
I feel being dropped—things smooth like um wet rubber marble: 
words and norepinephrine and thoughts and acetylcholine and could-this-be-beauty? 
and electrochemical chaos and one more thing a 
poem 
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Nowhere is Someplace 
This is about nowhere 
someplace that no place is 
Where east south west and north 
come to a point 
and the void of dark is distinct 
One spot where nowhere is 
Beneath the absence of zenith 
where corners without walls 
keep secret the place where 
nothing is born 
Its borders mark 
the edges of areas 
of somewhere 
This is about nowhere 
someplace that no place is 
Where wind stops 
and begins again 
Where two mirrors reflect 
and the images meet 
Where time divides 
and noise listens 
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STEPHANIE LEIS 
If the Fields were Rainbows 
If the fields were rainbow colored, 
the world would look like 
the Great Darke County Fair-
where the food stands 
filled with fattening, sugary confections 
entice ancient and alpha customers 
where the immense pigs 
frolic in the crammed show ring 
then escape and dart down the aisles 
where the King and Queen 
pose for pictures 
completely poised 
and as bored 




Larry squeezed into the subway car, jamming between a frazzled looking woman 
in her mid-30s and a kid with a mohawk. His newspaper under his arm and his coffee 
in his right hand, he maneuvered his way into the one open seat in the back corner. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, he settled into the chair and whipped open his paper. The sharp 
plastic seat dug into this back, and the man next to him snored loudly, but Larry didn't 
care. He was off his feet, riding home to a warm meal and a comfortable bed. 
"This stop Broadway..." the loudspeaker blared. The man next to him drooled 
on Larry's sleeve. Not taking his eyes off the paper, Larry flicked the spit off his shirt and 
tried to squish closer to the wall. One more stop, and Larry was home. 
"This stop Flushing Avenue, this stop Flushing Avenue..." Standing up, Larry 
pushed his way towards the door, holding his coffee high. A larger woman in front of him 
blocked the exit. A sudden lurch of the car threw Larry against her, clearing the way to 
freedom. 
Stepping off the subway, Larry began to walk briskly along the tree-lined street 
towards his home. He and his wife Maria had bought a house in the new suburb. Houses 
were flying up at a rapid rate all around them, but he and Maria didn't mind the intrusion; 
they only cared about the low mortgage payments. He wasn't paid that well at his job, so 
they saved money whenever they could. 
Larry reached his blue-shuttered house and quickly ran up the stone steps, 
pushing the front door open. The smell of food greeted Larry as he walked into the 
entryway. He dropped his keys into the jar by the door, clinking them loudly against the 
glass. 
"Larry, is that you?" Maria called from the kitchen. She was a tall woman, in her 
late fifties, with brown hair dyed to cover the gray. She enjoyed decorating their house, 
filling it with knickknacks collected through the years. Dried flowers permeated the table 
in the entryway, and various china figures — mosdy droopy-eyed bunnies and giggling 
cupids — consumed the living room. Larry thought they were hideous, but Maria wouldn't 
hear of getting rid of them. "They're antiques," she'd exclaim indignantly each time the 
subject was broached. 
"Something smells delicious!" said Larry, walking into the countrified kitchen. 
His stomach let out a growl. 
Maria laughed, flipping back her hair. "Perfect timing! The lasagna is just coming 
out of the oven." She grabbed two plates and placed them on the table. 
Larry watched his wife move around the kitchen, pulling the lasagna out of the 
oven and sprinkling parmesan cheese on the top. Smiling mischievously, he walked up 
behind her and grabbed her by the waist. 
"Larry!" She was laughing. "We're not newlyweds!" She playfully slapped him. 
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Maria had met Larry one afternoon in her hometown of Buffalo. She was young 
then - only nineteen - but she had been ready for marriage. After three months of dating, 
she agreed to Larry's proposal. The two of them began their life together, happily blending 
their two backgrounds into one future. 
They had moved to Brooklyn about two years ago. Larry was offered a job at a 
local advertising agency, and he felt that a change would do them good. They had bought 
the first house on Flushing Avenue and watched the neighborhood grow around them. 
"This is wonderful!" Larry licked is lips in appreciation, digging his fork into the 
lasagna. Maria smiled at his enthusiasm. 
After dinner, Larry settled into his favorite easy chair, and pulled out the 
business section of the paper. His stomach felt unsettled, but he ignored it and started 
perusing the stocks. Maria switched on the TV and plopped on the couch. A made-for-
TV movie starring some washed-up soap star filled the screen. 
As Larry scanned the stocks, a sudden sharp stomach pain made him gasp. 
"Are you alright?" Maria sat up, her brows drawn together and a look of concern 
on her face. 
"Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little stomach ache." Larry winced. "I think I'm just going 
to go to bed, get some rest." 
"Ok, Hun. Do you need anything? Turns? A glass of water?" 
"No, I'm fine, I'm fine. I just need to lie down." 
Larry fell into bed and closed his eyes. I just need rest, he thought, and I'll be 
alright. He eventually drifted into an uneasy sleep, only to wake up four hours later, the 
pain in his stomach unbearable. Stumbling towards the bathroom, he leaned over the 
toilet and retched. Sweat rolled down his face, and his head started pounding. 
"Larry? Larry? Are you okay?" Maria knelt down next to him and started 
rubbing his back. 
"I'm fine!" Larry groaned, and leaned over the toilet again. His stomach emptied. 
He eased against the bathroom wall, running a hand across his sweaty brow. He rested 
there a minute, exhausted, before forcing himself up. 
"I'm going to get you some ginger ale; it'll setde your stomach." 
Maria reappeared with a tall glass filled to the brim. Gulping down the ginger 
ale, Larry lay back down in bed. "I must've eaten something that didn't settle right." He 
turned his head and looked at Maria's worried face illuminated in the moonlight. "Really, 
I'm okay. Just get in bed." 
Maria didn't look convinced but climbed in next to him. Larry tugged the covers 
over his head. His stomach still churning, he shut his eyes and tried to ignore the fading 
nausea. 
Riding to work the next day, Larry still felt weak but was no longer nauseous. 
Must have been the 24 hour flu or something, he thought, these things go around, 
especially when you're crammed into an office with 50 other people. 
A week later, it happened again. Waking up in the middle of the night, Larry's 
stomach screamed in pain. Rushing to the bathroom, Larry vomited repeatedly. 
"Larry, you should go to the doctor. This isn't normal!" 
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Closing the bathroom door behind him, Larry tiredly shook his head. He hated 
the doctor, with all that poking and prodding. "No, Maria, I am not going to the doctor. I 
told you I'm fine." 
"You are not fine!" Maria glared at him. "This is the second time this has 
happened. I'm calling Dr. Blaine tomorrow." 
"No! Maria, would you let it alone?" Larry rolled over, too tired to keep arguing. 
Maria huffed angrily and muttered something under her breath. 
The next morning Larry woke up to the smell of scrambled eggs and bacon. He 
rubbed his eyes and breathed deeply. Ambling out of his bedroom, he saw Maria pouring 
orange juice and coffee. 
She glanced up at him. "I am ready to make a deal with you." Her face had the 
stubborn look it got when she meant business. "I made you this delicious breakfast, in the 
hopes that you'd be feeling better this morning. But if you want it, you have to promise 
me you'll go see Dr. Blaine." 
Larry looked at her, then looked at the bacon sizzling in the pan. He sighed, 
realizing how much this meant to Maria. "Alright, fine, you got me. I'll call Dr. Blaine." 
Maria looked triumphant. She began pouring his coffee, the steam rising in curls 
from the cup. 
After breakfast, Larry bit back his complaints and called Dr. Blaine. One of 
his patients had cancelled, so Larry took that 4:00 appointment for the next day. He felt 
apprehensive, but Maria's encouraging glance as he hung up the phone made him feel a 
little better. 
Sitting in the waiting room the next day, however, Larry felt nervous again. The 
stiff chair made him squirm. An older woman two chairs away from him kept hacking. 
He tried to lean away from her, but her coughing seemed to fill the room. Larry could 
almost see the germs spewing from her mouth. He grasped a magazine and tried to read 
it, but his mind kept wandering. He wished Maria had come with him. What if he were 
seriously ill? What if the doctor found something wrong with him, a life-threatening 
illness? Every dramatic scenario he'd heard about flew through his mind. And this is why, 
he thought, I hate the doctor. 
A half an hour later, Larry walked out of the office, laughing at his previous 
worries. Life-threatening illness? Please, he thought. I can really blow things out of 
proportion. 
Maria rushed at him as soon as he opened the front door. "What did Dr. Blaine 
say? 
Larry smiled at her concern and explained that food poisoning was the cause of 
the stomach pain. 
Maria looked confused. "Food poisoning? How could it be food poisoning?" 
"Well, he said maybe you're cooking with expired food or something." Larry eyed 
her warily. "But he doesn't think it's serious, so it's ok." 
"Oh, Larry, that means I was making you sick!" Maria's mouth opened wide, and 
her eyes grew big. 
Larry pulled her close and hugged her. "Mar, you weren't doing it on purpose. 
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Don't worry about it." 
"Is he sure that's all it is? Nothing more serious?" 
Larry shook his head. "He said I didn't have any of the symptoms of a serious 
illness." 
"He didn't do any tests or anything?" 
Larry looked confused. "What kind of tests?" 
Maria glanced down, avoiding his gaze. "Oh, I don't know. Never mind." 
Three weeks passed, and Larry stayed healthy. Must really have been food 
poisoning, he thought. 
Riding home on the subway four weeks later, a headline in the paper caught his 
eye: Man Poisoned By Wife Found Dead. 
"... Clorox bleach found in victim's bloodstream...," Larry read."... Victim 
complained of severe stomach pain in the months before his death, said neighbors..." 
Larry slowly lowered the paper. Severe stomach pain... a thought flashed 
through his mind. No, he thought nervously, no way. I am just being dramatic again. He 
roughly crumpled the paper and threw it into his briefcase. 
"Maria! I'm home."The sound of running water drowned out his voice. Light 
was spilling out of the bathroom at the end of the hall. 
"Mar?" Larry leaned his head into the bathroom. Maria was hunched over the 
bathtub, scrubbing vigorously. She turned at the sound of his voice. 
"Hey, Hun. How was your day?" She stood up, pulling off her rubber gloves. A 
small canister resting by the bathtub caught Larry's eye. Clorox bleach, the label read. His 
face paled. 
Maria noticed his discomfort. "Larry, what's wrong? Are you feeling sick again? 
It's been four weeks!" 
"No, no, I'm feeling okay." Larry said. "Just a rough day at work." 
"Are you sure?" She eyed him warily. "We could call Dr. Blaine again, make 
another appoi..." 
"No!" Larry blurted. 
Maria jumped. "Okay, fine then. If you're sure you're alright..." 
"Yes, yes, I'm alright." Larry glanced at the bleach again. 
Maria started picking up the cleaning supplies scattered around the bathroom, 
tucking the bleach into a bucket with gloves. 
"Dinner should be ready. Do you mind setting the table while I finish up in 
here?" 
Larry was already halfway down the hallway "Yeah, I'll go do that." 
He walked into the kitchen, and absent-mindedly started pulling silverware out 
of the drawer. The smell of stew filled the room. Larry grabbed napkins, and folded them 
in half. 
"Larry?" Maria stood in the doorway, eyeing his furrowed face. Her voice startled 
him. He quickly started laying the silverware on the table, trying to act normal. 
"Yeah?" 
Maria opened her mouth to say something, but stopped. "Never mind." She 
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turned off the crock-pot, and placed the stew on the table. She ladled some into their 
bowls and began eating. Larry looked nervously at his food then felt a flash of anger. 
Pushing aside all doubt, he began shoving the stew into his mouth. 
"So..."Maria began cautiously a few minutes later, dropping her spoon into her 
bowl. "Would you like to tell me what's bothering you?" 
Larry shrugged his shoulders. "Really, I'm okay." He started moving the 
saltshaker back and forth across the tabletop. "I am just worried about this situation at 
work." 
Maria wrinkled her brow and frowned. "What's going on?" 
Larry couldn't look her in the eye. "Craig wants me to present this proposal to a 
big company and, well, I don't know if I'm ready to present it." 
"When is the presentation?" 
Larry felt his palms sweating. He rubbed them on his pants. "Next week." 
Maria smiled, and placed her hand over his. "Honey, you are so ready for this! 
What a great opportunity. Craig's never had you present a proposal before!" 
Larry smiled weakly and wiped his hand across his brow. Now what? he thought 
guiltily. 
Maria suddenly pulled her hand back and drew her brows together. "Are you sure 
that's all that's wrong?" 
Larry jiggled his leg up and down beneath the table. "I'm just nervous about the 
presentation." 
Maria pushed her chair back from the table and started clearing the dishes. 
Larry could tell by the stiffness of her back and her silence that she did not believe him. 
But, he thought, what can I do about that? 
Picking up the silverware, Larry threw it in the sink and started rinsing it. The 
water was too hot, and he snatched his hand back. 
Finishing quickly, Larry went to their bedroom to lie down and read a book. As 
he passed the living room, he could see Maria curled up on the couch, her reading glasses 
perched on her nose. He shook his head, angry with himself but unsure how to fix things . 
Three hours later, fear replaced this regret. As Larry leaned over the toilet, he 
kept seeing Maria's face after his visit to Dr. Blaine. She had not answered his question 
about tests... had she looked scared when she asked him? Then why would she make him 
go to the doctor? But the lasagna... he had gotten sick that night after eating it. What 
had she sprinkled on it? And the stew... it had tasted strange... He stumbled to the 
bathroom door, and locked it. 
What am I supposed to do? This is the type of thing you see in a movie, he 
thought wryly. 
"Larry!" Mara tried the doorknob, shaking it when it would not open. "Why is 
the door locked? Are you okay?" 
He ignored Maria, putting his head in his hands. He had no proof. Just 
suspicions... suspicions that could be coincidences. A bead of sweat dropped from his 
forehead and splattered on the tile. 
"Larryf'The doorknob rattled. Just relax, he told himself, act normal. Rising 
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slowly, he rested his hands on the sink, accidentally knocking his toothbrush on the 
ground. His stomach was still churning. 
He unlocked the door and slowly pulled it open. Maria was standing outside it, 
her eyes wide and her hand poised to knock on the door. 
"Larry..." she began, stepping back a few feet. "Why didn't you answer me? Are 
you okay?" 
The light from the bathroom illuminated her face. Her eyes were bloodshot from 
lack of sleep. Larry walked around her and got into bed. 
"It was hard for me to answer while I was throwing up," he said sharply, turning 
on his side. The life insurance policy, he thought suddenly, they had signed it a few 
months ago for $350,000. 
"Why are you acting so strange?" Maria asked, her voice muffled by the covers. 
Larry pretended to be asleep. What do you do, he thought, when you think your 
wife is poisoning you? 
The next day Larry left early, wanting to avoid Maria and her questions. I just 
need to think, he told himself, and maybe this would all go away. 
He hopped on the subway, then walked the three blocks to his office. Standing 
outside the glass-encased building, he stared at the revolving door swinging around and 
around. I do not want to go in there, he thought, shuffling his feet together. The thought 
of sitting in a cubicle and having to pretend nothing was wrong was too much to handle. 
Pulling out his cell phone, he called in sick. 
He walked down the street, avoiding eye contact as he pushed through the 
crowds. How can I, married for years, accuse my wife of poisoning me? he questioned. 
"Hey, Larry!" Larry jumped at the sound of his name and pulled his hands out 
of his pockets. Waving enthusiastically at him was his friend Tom, a tall, dark-haired man 
with a lumbering gait. 
Tom walked toward him. "Hey, Larry! How you doing?" 
Larry had the sudden urge to spill everything to Tom. He'd think I'm crazy, he 
reasoned. So he said, "I'm fine. How about you?" 
"Oh, you know, the usual. Wife's been working part-time at a private school, I've 
been putting 40 hours a week at the office. Same old, same old." 
Larry rubbed his chin with his forefinger. "Yeah, same here. Not too much 
happening." 
"You headed to work?" 
Larry shook his head. "Nah, I'm taking a mental health day. 
Tom laughed. "Then wanna grab a cup of coffee?" He gestured towards a coffee 
shop on the corner. "I don't have to be at work till 9, so I usually sit for an hour in Cool 
Beans." 
Larry was on the verge of declining, then decided he had nothing better to do. 
So he agreed. 
They both ordered coffee and chose a table tucked away in the corner of the 
shop. Tom discussed the basics, talking about his wife, his kids, his job. Larry nodded, and 
mumbled a few responses. He started to tune Tom out. A sudden stop in Tom's chatter 
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made Larry look up. 
Tom was looking at him, his eyebrows pulled together and a frown on his face. 
"Larry, you doing okay?" 
Larry's knee knocked the table. Their coffee cups shook. "Yeah, why?" 
Tom looked unconvinced. "You just seem... distracted. Are you sure nothings 
wrong?" 
Larry wiped his hand in front of his eyes, then glanced at Tom. "Tom... I..."He 
stopped. 
"Yeah?" Tom said encouragingly. 
"I've been getting sick and..." He paused, unsure how to continue. "I think 
Maria might... might have something to do with it." 
Tom started. "What? What do you mean?" 
Larry swallowed the lump in his throat. "I think she might be... poisoning me." 
Tom's face expressed disbelief, then anger. "Now, Larry, c'mon. That's ridiculous! 
Why would she be doing something like that?" 
Larry put his head in his hands. "I don't know, Tom, I don't know." 
"I think you're just under stress, Larry. Is everything okay at work?" 
"Tom, listen to me." Larry felt desperate. "I don't know what to do!" 
Tom frowned. "What do you want me to do? Why would Maria be poisoning 
you? You guys have been happily married for years." 
"I have a life insurance policy!" 
"So?" Tom stood up. "I do too. And I'm still here, alive and healthy." He grabbed 
his cup and tossed it in the trashcan. "I gotta get to work. Just talk to Maria, okay? Then 
you'll snap out of it." And he was gone. 
Larry stared out the shop's big picture window, watching the foot traffic. Tom's 
right, he thought desperately, I have to talk to Maria. 
Larry raced out of the coffee shop and was panting heavily by the time he 
reached the subway station. He was sweating profusely, and his heart was thumping. 
The subway ride seemed to take forever. He finally reached his house and 
slammed open his front door. 
"Maria?" he shouted, trying to catch his breath. 
"Larry, what's wrong?" Maria appeared in the entryway. "What are you doing 
home from work?" 
"Maria!" Larry took a deep breath. "Maria, I need to talk to you." 
She looked confused. "Okay, I'm here. What's wrong?" A sudden look of fear 
appeared on her face. "Oh, Lord. Did you lose your job?" 
"Maria, stop it!" Larry yelled angrily. "I know what you're doing! Stop 
pretending!" 
Maria dropped the dishtowel she was holding and put her hand on her heart. 
"Larry... what... ?" 
"The food! My sickness! It all adds up! You are trying to get rid of me, so you 
can get my money. I know the truth, Maria, it's over!" He was breathing heavily, his face 
flushed with anger. 
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Her eyes were wide; her hand clamped over her mouth. The two of them stood 
facing each other, neither one moving. Maria broke the silence. 
"You're right, Larry, it's over..." And she turned to leave the room. "Go listen to 
the answering machine." 
Larry stared at her, then slowly walked into the kitchen. He pushed the 
answering machine's play button. 
"This is Dr. Blaine and this message is for Larry. Maria called and told me you 
got sick again. After reviewing your file, I have a suspicion what might be wrong. 
Larry looked wildly at the answering machine. 
"I remembered you mentioned you went camping a few weeks ago. In light 
of this, and the symptoms you are exhibiting, I believe you have what is known as G. 
Lamblia, an intestinal parasite common among hunters and campers. If you want to come 
in I can look at you against and see if.. 
Larry tuned the message out, staring blankly at the kitchen wall. A parasite? He 
heard the garage door slam and Maria's car start. Oh, he thought, Maria! 
He ran to the garage, and roughly pulled open the door. Marias car was pulling 
out of the driveway. He rushed out, screaming her name, but she kept driving and 
disappeared down the road. 
Larry dropped to his knees in the driveway. He put his face in his hands and 
wept. 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: Baird creates a scenario to explore what happens when the 
assumed absolute trust of a marriage is fractured by suspicion. From the narrator s first 
attack of nausea to the collapse of his marriage is a long psychological arc to traverse in a 
few short pages. If Baird compresses the psychological transitions too radically, she is able 
to create vivid moments of paranoia and marital transition. Expanded considerably this 
could be a darkly comic investigation of the limits of intimacy. 
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GABE DAVIS 
Sonnet XIV 
The wheat is waving soft upon the wind 
A sparrow sits upon his branch in scorn 
The sun shines down and lights around the world 
He'll show the morning all the men who mourn 
A color on the ground has now been placed 
A rust that nature never meant to see 
The lives of men were taken and displaced 
The souls of thousands fly the heavens free 
The ravens and the carrion birds soar 
They settle down to take their fleshly meal 
A place where man and men so late did roar 
Now are no souls or hearts or minds to feel 
The battle has laid scores to final rest 
Of all the feats of man, is this our best? 
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JOHN HUTCHINS 
Burning at Half-Moon Bay 
As the Lion crawls atop the sky my neck 
Fades from petunia pink to ladybug wing red to forest fire crimson to sun dried brick 
While Twelve o'clock greets Two o'clock 
And passes off a torch. My fragile film 
Of skin turns with the vulnerability 
Of a sequestered negative. The far-off glow 
Etches shadow marks on my forehead 
And colors between the lines 
With strokes more subtle than a horse-hair brush 
And more toxic than lead paint. 
Beachgoers stare at the solar footprints across my cheeks 
And smear on sunblock, the sweet cream 
That caulks their vanity. 
After dinner, the sun trickles toward the ocean and burns 
The blanket of sky a dusky purple 
And vanishes in a scarlet wake. 
Wisps of orange splash forth from the fireball, 
Swallowed and now extinguished by the Pacific. 
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ADAM PECHTEL 
Serendipity 
She thought and confused herself with thinking. 
I can't very well wait for her to stop her thinking. 
Should we kiss? She stabbed my nose with hers, 
I lashed my tongue to her chin, and things...evolved. 
She doesn't seem to understand. 
I planned on making no plans. 
You know, bob in the waves as they massage the shore, 
let things be as they will, let them evolve. 
I read books on origins: how the sun 
twisted DNA and deformed the gene. 
How death saved the best. 
This is the filter of life...how life evolves. 
But you won't have it: this death analogy. 
You feel twice alive daydreaming about 
the family camping trips I once fought against. 
We didn't read about evolution. We evolved. 
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DARYL HENRY 
On the Path 
Jessica and Daniel were walking in the park on a Sunday afternoon. It was a 
cool autumn day about the time of year that leaves on the oak and birch trees turn gold 
and red, wither and fall, and line the paved paths of the park like silver paved roads 
crusted with precious jewels. 
In Daniel's right jean pocket there was a small black box, velvet on the outside. 
He could feel it every time he took a step. It dug into his thigh, as if it wanted to leave 
a signature as proof that it existed; and yet every time it pushed into his leg, Daniel was 
struck by the irony of how something so small could symbolize so much. 
Honestly, he thinks, it's a gold circle with a shiny rock. What is the appeal? 
It's completely useless, somewhat gaudy, and has no practical application. And yet, 
it's the power of the symbol, it's got me so nervous I feel like it's branding my thigh. 
He earnestly tried to listen to Jessica talk about her coworkers and the phone call her 
mother made to her last night. But every time it was as if that little black box formed a 
wall between his ears and his mind, deflecting all conversation away so that he could be 
completely consumed by his nervous thoughts. 
"I love autumn." Jessica breathed in deeply and Daniel smiled, knowing that she 
was happy. 
"I know you do." After this, Daniel couldn't think of anything to say, and all that 
could be heard was their steady breathing and the light rustle of leaves in the wind. 
"Daniel, are you ok?" Jessica looked at him earnestly. 
"Sure." He nodded and forced himself to smile. 
"You just seem a little distant. I've spent the past five minutes gossiping to you 
about coworkers and you haven't sighed in disgust once." Jessica had stopped walking 
now and turned to completely face Daniel. 
"Just a little tired." 
"You know how I can tell when you're lying, Danny?" 
"How's that?" 
"You never want to look me in the eye." 
Daniel turned toward her and looked her in the eyes. They were the kind of blue 
that burned; whether for anticipation, for anger, for yearning, or for lust, they could be as 
cold as loneliness and as hot as blue flame on a range. "I'm not lying to you." 
"Fine, if you don't want to tell me, don't tell me." She turned and started walking 
away. She flicked her long, blonde hair behind her, as if to throw the past conversation 
behind her, as if to show just how little she felt the need to know. 
Just get her to the top of the hill. The sooner you do it, the sooner that gold 
circle loses its power, thought Daniel. He jogged just a little bit to catch up with her. 
"Look," said Jessica as Daniel and pulled even with her. She was pointing 
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toward the top of the hill about fifty yards beyond them where a handicapped man was 
struggling to make the last bit of the climb. "You should go help him." 
"I'm sure he's going to make it, the incline isn't that great." 
"But what if he doesn't?" Daniel paused after this question, not quite sure how 
to answer. "Well I'm not just going to sit here and watch him get hurt." With that, 
Jessica began to jog toward the top of the hill. Daniel sighed and for the second time in a 
few minutes began to chase her. A couple of yards up the hill for he remembered why her 
legs were so toned and his t-shirt protruded a little bit at the midsection: she was in shape 
for running, and he was in shape for watching CNN. 
Daniel slowed to a fast stroll and watched as Jessica began to catch up with the 
handicapped man. He was still making progress up the hill, but it was arduous. He could 
hear Jessica calling out to him, asking if he needed help. The handicapped man looked 
quickly to his left, and it seemed to Daniel as if he smiled, but he never broke the rhythm 
of his pushing. In the next minute he had reached the top of the hill, turned sideways 
and began talking to Jessica as Daniel came within hearing distance. 
"No, don't worry about it, I get that all the time," the handicapped man said. 
"I just saw you struggling, and I thought that you might be in trouble," Jessica 
was now a little red in the face, partially from the jog, and partially from embarrassment. 
"No, really, it's ok. I've gotten used to it. I live across the street and so I like 
taking strolls through this park a couple times a week just to stay in shape. And at least 
once or twice a week some conscientious observer will see me working to make it to 
the top of this hill and think I need help. The way I look at it, at least people are caring 
enough to stop. Jeez, here I am rambling on and I haven't even introduced myself. My 
name is Jacob, but I like it better when people call me Jake." He stretched out his right 
hand toward Jessica. 
"I'm Jessica, and this is my boyfriend Daniel." 
The two men shook hands. Jacob had large, lumberjack hands and surprised 
Daniel with the strength of his handshake. Daniel saw a wedding band on his right hand. 
"You married, Jacob?" 
"Odd question from a man." Daniel felt himself get a little red in the face. "But 
yes, I am happily married to a beautiful woman. This is actually the very spot and time of 
year that I proposed to her." Daniel was now sure that his face was as red as the inside of 
a watermelon. 
"It's the perfect time of year for it." Jake pointed back toward the path they had 
just climbed and the revealed the view which Daniel himself had been hoping to point 
out himself. The trees on either side of the path were gold and red with the colors of the 
season, they formed lines along the path that looked like royal servants in a courtroom, all 
in a line leading up to the golden-tinted pond from the afternoon light; a heavenly carpet 
that looked soft and warm to the touch. 
Daniel heard Jessica gasp. He didn't have to look back to know that her right 
hand was curled over mouth and her eyes were bordering on watery. 
"It's beautiful," she said. 
"I got down on my knees and proposed to Ellen right here." 
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"Were you handicapped at the time?" Daniel immediately wished he could take 
the question back. 
"Danny!" The water was immediately gone from her eyes. 
"It's a fair question. Believe it or not, I met my wife after the car wreck. I'm 
not quite sure what she sees in me. All men are brutes if you want my opinion." Jacob 
chuckled at himself. "Either way, when I proposed to her, I had to prop myself against 
that tree," he pointed toward the opposite side of the path, "to keep from tottering over. 
But you should have seen the look on her eyes when I did it. She looked as if she might 
not ever be that happy again." Daniel felt like the box in his right pocket was a millstone 
and he had been thrown into the pond behind him. 
"That s so romantic." 
"Great." Danny said under his breath. His mind was searching for alternative 
plans, but none were coming. 
"Did you ask why?" Jessica was now glaring at him. It never amazed him 
how the same striking features that made her beautiful could concomitantly make her 
ferocious. 
"No. I didn't say anything." 
"Yes, you did." 
"Funny thing is," Jake interjected, "it would have been harder for me to get down 
one knee if I had been able to walk. Being handicapped and having to crawl, that's just 
an admission of what I am now. The only thing that makes it special is that people tend 
to get squeamish around other people that don't walk, talk, and act just like them. Now 
for a strong man to get down on one knee and propose if he can walk, that's something to 
be admired, because he's allowing himself to be at the mercy of another person. It s the 
power of a symbol. 
"Besides, I think if he said something, he would have admitted it. Danny-
boy here seems like a pretty honest guy." Jake winked at Daniel and patted his right 
pocket. Daniel instinctively covered the square tracing in his jeans where the velvet box 
rested. "And honesty, that's something you've got to look for in a person." Jake paused 
for a moment, and then continued. "Well, it's been nice talking to you two, but I better 
keep rolling along before Ellen starts to worry about where I am. Have a nice day, and 
may you not let anything stop you from doing what makes you happy." Jake smiled and 
continued to roll along the path 
"What's that supposed to mean?" Jessica asked. 
"I don't know." Daniel was gripping the outline of the velvet box in his pocket. 
"Danny, what's that in your right pocket?" 
"What?" 
"Your pocket, your right pocket." Danny looked at her, he looked at the 
golden-tinted pond, and then he looked at the tree that Jake had leaned against while he 
proposed. 
"Nothing honey, it's my wallet." 
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RACHAEL CUSACK 
To My Grandfather's Golfing Friends Who, Upon Meeting Me, 
Declare "I Could Eat You Twice and Not Be Full" and Other Phrases. 
October 10,2006 
Dear Respectable Elderly, 
I wanted to write and say it was lovely meeting you at lunch at the club last 
Friday. I thoroughly enjoyed the herbed lemon Caesar salad you recommended, as well as 
the fresh Canadian whitefish amandine. I hope your final nine holes went as well as your 
first nine did, I'm sure that wasn't too difficult to accomplish. I'll get straight to the point 
of why I'm writing; I hoped you could clear something up for me because I think we may 
have encountered one of those infamous generation gaps of understanding. Upon my 
grandfather's introduction as I stood to shake your hand, you explicitly gave me, as they 
say, a once over and declared, "Why, I could fit you in my pocket!" To be honest, Sir, the 
function of this statement in our conversation eludes me. I am, fortunately, experienced 
in receiving such comments, and thus you probably didn't notice the inherent absurdity 
of your declaration. Out of necessity, I have adopted an understanding of the situation 
that indicates I have received a compliment. Following standard procedure, I smiled and 
laughed at your clever observation, finishing by graciously thanking you. 
Perhaps the absurdity of your declaration would be better illustrated by an 
example with the roles reversed. Let's say, for instance, that the purpose of what you 
said was to exhibit your powers of observation and analogy building. If so, then I could 
potential reply in kind and declare the similarities of your skin tone and a glass of rotting 
milk; or perhaps note the fact that the amount of hair on your head wouldn't be enough 
for a small doll's wig. Then, following your example, I would smile pleasantly and chuckle 
at my evident quick wit and general conversation timing. 
I'll allow for the idea that you might think your observation and attention will 
flatter me. However, this would necessitate the idea that fitting into someone's pocket or 
being eaten by a seer-sucker sport jacket clad old man is an appealing one; or at least that 
general observations about one's stature are generally welcomed upon initial acquaintance. 
In this case, an appropriate reverse response I could mimic would have to involve the 
same absurdity. Your skin, I could say, is probably so old and tough I could sell it as shoe 
leather. Or maybe, you could be two feet taller and still not balance out that body fat 
percentage. 
There is a certain approach—and one of your group employed it last Friday— 
that particularly perplexes me. I think it can properly be called the faux rhetorical 
question. This is when one phrases a comment like this, "Why you're just a little thing, 
aren't you?" I say faux rhetorical because surely it cannot be expected of me to respond to 
your question, and yet you stare at me so hopefully. As I see it, I have two options. I can 
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deny what you've said—for the sake of saving myself being labeled a thing—and appear 
both contentious and disillusioned. Or, the response I usually assume, I can nod and thus 
agree, yes, in fact, I am a little thing, I too am surprised by it at times. 
Sirs, let me assure I write only in the hope that we, together, can clear a small 
footpath in the forest of human interactions. I am certain we can enlighten each other as 
to our proper roles. 
Sincerely, 
Rachael W. Cusack 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: This short, sweet, to-the-point letter is deliciously funny as it 
turns the tide on the generation gap. Voice drives this deliberately understated piece. The 
reader gets the "picture" and enjoys the polite, yet pointed, way the younger person stands 
up tall. 
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JOHN BAHLER 
The Resurrection Prayer 
I have a difficult time listening to speeches or sermons about losing a relative 
or a loved one—not because the words are difficult for me to swallow, but because my 
mind inevitably wanders away from the speaker and traces my own story. I have heard a 
number of times a speaker say that, as a child, he prayed that his mother would be spared 
from death or—what's more outlandish—that she would be resurrected after death. 
Strangely enough, all of these accounts end with an unanswered prayer and the speaker's 
growing to accept the fact that God has given his mother the better lot. My own story 
pulls me away from such words to something that is much more potent, in my mind, than 
that certain unanswered prayer. 
My grandpa died before I was born. Before any of his grandchildren were born. 
Actually, some doctor stood over his hospital bed and pronounced him dead at the same 
time that some other doctor told my aunt to breathe and push and all of that. In a few 
minutes, the late Bob Bahler would have a grandson, Christopher. 
Five years later, I was born; sixteen years after that, I spoke at that same grandpa's 
funeral. It is rather unusual, I must admit, to have that kind of service for a man twenty-
one years after his death. 
I sat in a pew throughout most of the funeral, trembling in anticipation of what 
would prove to be the most difficult thing I've ever done in my life. My eyes mostly 
stayed focused on my feet, but every now and then they looked over a room full of people 
who loved my grandfather. His grandchildren were all present. So were his children. 
And his wife. He was the father of my whole family. Among a crowd of mourners I saw 
my father fighting to be strong. I had heard that he said to my mother after Grandpa's 
death, "You women have it so good. You can just cry." 
Maybe following his example, I continually reminded myself throughout the 
funeral that I could not cry: I had to speak! I couldn't deliver my words in tears with 
snot dripping out of my nose and onto my notes. I held out for awhile, too. But before 
I stepped up in front of the assembly, my dad played music for his dad, the man in the 
casket. They played a couple of songs, but the one that mattered was "Come Morning": 
God's children too long have been burdened 
They are longing for heaven's green shore 
Where heartaches are left far behind them 
And burdens are carried no more 
Come morning I'll walk by the river 
111 rest 'neath the evergreen tree 
And I'll carry my cross through the midnight 
Come morning there's glory for me 
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That's what wrenched the tears from my eyes. And I had to speak. I stood 
up from my pew and took a number of timid, shuffling steps to the podium. My knees 
shook for any number of reasons. Fortunately, I had a tissue with me. It spared my notes. 
I stood in the front of the funeral home and breathed several deep, quivering breaths. 
I told stories about my grandpa—not my own stories, but stories that I learned 
from the people populating the assembly. They all told me after it was over that I was the 
man for the job, but I didn't see what right I had to tell them their own experiences. 
I told about grandpa trying to kill the raccoon that kept breaking into the feed 
room in the barn. It was so fat from its hearty diet of horse feed that it could barely walk, 
so my grandpa thought he could make easy work of it with his rifle. He caught sight of 
the beast one night and took aim, but his bullet flew past the animal and into the tire of 
the manure truck, leaving the raccoon to waddle frantically away. 
I told about him having a stroke, and painstakingly re-teaching himself how to 
read, keeping his place on the page with a Popsicle stick and poring over the text through 
a magnifying glass. And that stroke couldn't keep him from raising or riding horses, 
showing his animals regularly. 
I told them that he was invited to be a Rhodes Scholar, but he declined so he 
could spend the next four years with his family. 
And I told them the story that distracts me every time I hear someone talk about 
losing a loved one. I told them that he was pronounced dead in the hospital when my 
oldest cousin, Chris, was being born. But he came back. 
He resurrected. 
He lived to see Chris's twenty-first birthday before getting a second chance to 
die. He always considered those twenty-one years with his family to be a gift from God, 
and I certainly consider the sixteen years I had with him to be equally gracious. Because 
I loved this gift, I actually did seriously consider praying that God would bring him back 
to life once again, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. In part, I think I feared that I 
would pray that prayer and be disappointed by its failure to come true. In part, I thought 
I wasn't worthy to ask such a grand favor from God. 
But neither of these reasons persuaded me to silence my prayer. It was another 
story that kept me from asking God to give him a third chance, and I told it to the 
assembly. As much as my grandpa cherished the time on earth and the gift of time with 
his family that he was granted, he gave clear instructions to my grandmother after his 
resurrection: "If I ever die again, don't bring me back." 
A glimpse of heaven will do that to a man. 
Maybe I learned the same lesson that all those speakers have learned. Just 
as they grew to accept that their mothers got the better lot, I grew to accept that my 
grandfather got the better lot—the destiny that he had hoped for all his life, and for his 
last twenty-one years, in particular. And though there may be no miracle more glorious 
than the resurrection of the body, there are far greater things to pray for a man than that 
he live. 
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CHRISTINE GOSLIN 
The Forgotten Storm 
as the storm gathers 
in the midst 
the air is thick with meaning as well as humidity 
as the hot, humid storms of my childhood gather 
heavy-laden with the anticipation of change 
following the ancient dance of symbolism 
the storm comes 
the rain falls, its gentle fall, saturating a never satisfied ground 
the thunder roars, its pounding noise, deafening all our fears 
the lightning strikes, its raw energy, alive and awakening 
moving in and out, constantly without hesitation, 
not knowing its own built-up, pent-up purpose 
i ponder the purpose of sermons 
thinking on the steps of the church, 
the storm speaks to me, 





INT. A DARK AND MILDLY DISORGANIZED BEDROOM WITH 
SCATTERED CLOTHES AND A FEW NEARLY EMPTY LIQUOR BOTTLES. 
- AUTUMN 2026, NIGHT 
Caleb Quinn sits in the near dark with enraged, bloodshot eyes. The camera pans around 
to the back of his head, to reveal that he is watching a TV screen integrated into the 
wall. There is no sound coming from the screen. He watches a scene play out from the 
perspective of a girl driving a car on a busy highway. She continually wipes her eyes as 
tears form, making the screen blurry and distorted. Caleb's eyes also begin to well up with 
tears. The girl's point of view shifts to a box of tissues on the passenger seat. She takes 
a tissue and looks up to find that she is about to run a red light. She puts on the brakes, 
but not in enough time to prevent something from impacting the driver side of the car. 
A split second after the collision, the recording ends and a promo screen appears. What 
appears is a rotating 3-D image of the letter "Q]_' made to resemble a key, and the words 
"Quinn Synaptics" underneath it. Caleb gets up and walks out of the room. 
EXT. WE SEE THE ENTIRE QUINN HOUSE FOR THE FIRST TIME. IT IS 
AN IMPOSING BUT NOT EXCESSIVELY LARGE HOUSE ON THE EDGE 
OF A LAKE. - MOMENTS LATER 
From outside, we see Caleb walking to another part of the house. 
INT. CALEB WALKING INTO THE OVERLY SPACIOUS DIMLY LIT LIVING 
ROOM, ELEGANT AND BEAUTIFULLY DECORATED WITH COPIOUS 
AMOUNTS OF POTTED PLANTS THROUGHOUT. 
Caleb walks in and sits down on the least comfortable chair in the room, putting his 
elbows on his knees and head in hands. His mother Ester is watering the living room 
plants, sees her son in pain and walks over to him. She gently gets him up, sits him on a 
couch and sits next to him. Caleb still attempts to hide his face. 
ESTER 
(disappointed but sympathetic) 
You watched it again? 
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CALEB 
(mechanical sarcasm) 
Never forget the death of your loved ones...relive their last moments again and again, all 
in the comfort of your own home. Thanks, dad. 
Caleb glances at a photo of his father on the table next to him. His father is shown 
standing outside their home without the rest of the family, a look of determination on his 
face. He wears an expensive suit and has a well-trimmed and rather short beard. 
ESTER 
If you hate it so much, why won't you stop? 
CALEB 
(pauses thoughtfully for a moment, then returns to his drunken delirium) 
Gives me a reason to drink. 
ESTER 
Cal, you lost someone. You have every right to be angry, and I don't want to get in your 
way, but... but we're not talking like we used to. 
CALEB 
(under his breath) 
I was going to ask her to marry me. 
ESTER 




Mom, I can't deal with this, and neither can you. This isn't how it's supposed to be. I'm 
20 years old, and I have no one. I don't even have a father. 
ESTER 
(calmly interrupts) 




You say that as if he actually cares about our little problems down here. He's the man 
of the year, mom, he made the mind immortal. What possible use could he have for a 
family? 
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Ester looks at the wedding ring around her finger. She opens and closes her hand, as 
someone does when their joints are sore. She looks back up at Caleb. 
ESTER 
(not very convincing) 
Your father does great things, Caleb. I wish you'd accept what he is, what he's done for all 
of us. Look, without your father you wouldn't have ANY of her memories-
CALEB 
(interrupts, raises his voice) 
I don't want her memories, I want HER. ALIVE. He's the one to blame. Do you know 
what he said to me when he saw the ring I bought her? 'You still think like a child. You're 
not ready for marriage.' He told me to break it off completely! He did something to scare 
her away that night, I know he did...and now to make up for his guilt, he gives me her 
MEMORIES? 
Ester is clearly taken aback by all this. She is frightened and worried he'll do something 
rash. 
ESTER 
Caleb, give yourself some time to think. Just calm down for a minute and stop yelling. 
CALEB 
Dad needs to hear this, mom. He's been avoiding me since the accident. I'm taking the 
car. 
Caleb walks clumsily towards the door and grabs a set of car keys on the kitchen table. 
He is obviously still drunk. 
ESTER 
(distressed) 
No, I'll drive you! 
CALEB 
I'm going, mom. Don't worry about me. 
Caleb and Ester suddenly freeze in place. The camera pulls out and upward to reveal 
that the entire scene has been a three-dimensional projection, which is being watched by 
Caleb and his father Adam from a balcony in an arena-like circular room. 
INT. A LARGE METALLIC ROOM IN WHICH A 3-D PROJECTION SHOWS 
THE PREVIOUS SCENE WE JUST WITNESSED - 2047, DAY 
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Adam is now 68 years old, looking noticeably older than in his picture. His hair is grayer 
and his beard is longer and nearly white. He is still just as well-dressed as ever. Caleb 
appears exactly the same. 
ADAM 
I assumed you wouldn't want to see the accident itself, but those were the important parts 
of your final night, son. 
CALEB 
(baffled) 
I... I don't understand. I REMEMBER that night. If that was my last night... dad, where 
am I? 
ADAM 
We've developed the technology to take people's synaptic data from our databases and 
create synthetic bodies for them. You're the prototype. 
Caleb takes a moment to collect himself. 
CALEB 
I'm... an android? 
Squeezes his left arm with this right hand, feels his face and hair, which are almost exactly 
the same shape but the texture is synthetic and unsettling. 
CALEB (CONT'D) 
You're using me as a prototype? 
ADAM 
(ignoring Caleb's argumentative tone) 
If everything goes as planned, we'll be that much closer to conquering death, son. 
CALEB 
Dad, we just saw the last moments of my life. You say that was 20 years ago, but it's all 
still fresh in my mind. Why won't you talk about any of that? Didn't that mean anything 
to you? 
ADAM 
Son, I 've had plenty of time to grieve. And besides, none of that will matter once my 
work is complete. Don't you understand what I'm trying to do? 
(mechanically, as if advertising) 
This isn't just for me, this is for you, your mother...for anyone who's ever felt pain from the 




Dad, I needed to DEAL with that, I needed you to admit that... look, you always find 
a way to dumb it down to scientific inadequacy, whenever you find fault in people. The 
human condition is NOT something you can just correct. Why couldn't you just face me 
and mom? Stop taking the easy way out. 
ADAM 
(still relatively calm) 
You really believe that 48 years of research and development is the easy way out? 
CALEB 
It doesn't matter how much research you did, dad. That's not how you run a family. You 
talk to your wife and son, and you don't leave them to themselves while you go off and 
solve the world's problems. Do you realize how much I had to make up for? Mom 
needed YOU, her HUSBAND. And she got ME instead. 
ADAM 
(stern but still collected) 
Enough about your mother. None of that will matter in a few years. We will not be 
forced apart by death. 
CALEB 
Dad, where is mom? What happened to her after I was gone? 
A drop of melted metal forms at Caleb's chin, Adam notices and his demeanor 
immediately changes to desperation. 
ADAM 
Caleb, are you alright? 
CALEB 
(more insistent) 
What happened to mom? Dad, where is she? 
ADAM 
Caleb, something's wrong... 
Adam reaches toward the bead of melted metal, feels the permeating heat from Caleb 
before he touches him, and pulls his hand away, aware that if he touches Caleb, he will be 
burned. 
ADAM (CONT'D) 
Caleb, I'm going to figure this out. I'm going to bring you back again, and your mother 
will be here too. I'm not giving up. 
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Dozens of droplets of melting metal are now forming on Caleb's head, light steam 
emanates from his ears and mouth. 
CALEB 
(vocal patterns are degrading) 
Dad, just let me go...this isn't how it's supposed to be. 
ADAM 
You'll see, son. 
Caleb falls on his back, his body making a heavy, slightly metallic sound as it crashes to 
the floor. We then see Adam from Caleb's perspective. Adam is standing over his body, 
looking down on him, unable to touch him. Adam looks away and walks off right before 
Caleb's eyes close, after which we see and hear nothing. 
INT. MASSIVE EXPERIMENTAL CHAMBER, 2068 
Caleb's eyes reopen to find that he is now standing in a massive man-made cavern. On 
the other side of a transparent wall is something that looks like a wide, flat tornado, but 
the current of the cyclone is bending the space around it. The camera moves backwards 
out of Caleb's perspective, so that we now see the back of his new android head and body. 
A hovering metal platform lowers down to the ground from above. A very old-looking 
Adam is on it. The platform positions Adam in front of Caleb. 
CALEB 
Dad, how long has it been? What is this place? 
ADAM 
(very tired) 
Hello Caleb. It's good to see you again. I had to see you one last time. 
CALEB 
Dad, what is this? 
ADAM 
(smiling) 
I failed, Caleb. It will never work. Our minds can't be contained. Frankly I don't know 
how our brains can hold our thoughts for so long...maybe that's old age. The human 
brain...giving up. 
CALEB 
Dad, you're not making any sense. 
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ADAM 
Artificial brains have come so far, but every time we put human synapses in them, it's 
always too much. 
CALEB 
Then why did you bring me back, dad? You'll just lose me again in a few hours. 
ADAM 
Did you know that when an object enters a black hole, it's not only pulled from space, but 
time as well? It's as if that object never existed. It's quite fascinating. 
CALEB 
Is that what this is? A black hole? 
ADAM 
(painfully) 
You were right, son. I've failed, and I need to make it right. You didn't deserve to die so 
young. And your mother didn't deserve to wait that long for me, only to die grieving. She 
deserves so much better than the life I gave her. I was just so sure I wouldn't fail... 
CALEB 
Dad, you don't... 
ADAM 
I'm done ruining lives, son. I gave false hopes of immortality to millions, and I failed my 
family. But it's all right now. Everything will be all right. 
Caleb suddenly realizes what's going on. He wants to say something to try to stop his 
father, but something holds him back. He watches as Adam's platform hovers over to the 
transparent barrier and an opening forms. He passes through, and the opening closes 
behind him. There is still one more transparent wall between him and the black hole. 
The instant an opening forms in this wall, Adam disappears. Sudden darkness. 
EXT. AN ELABORATE AND RADIANT GARDEN BY A QUAINT LAKE 
HOUSE - 2068, DAY 
Close-up of a slightly wrinkled but healthy woman's hand patting soil around a flower. 
The hand has no ring on it. Camera zooms out, we see that the woman is a much older 
but still radiantly beautiful Ester tending to her garden, outside her house. It's a house 
we haven't seen before. Moderately sized and built in the early 21st century. We see total 
contentment in her face for the first time. 
FADE TO BLACK. 




grasping candied orange slices 
with small hands; 
sharing chocolate ice cream cones 
on sunny afternoons; 
stories in broken English and 
soft hugs. 
Sometimes I forget 
her face; 
the color of her eyes; 
the way she smelled; 
and it breaks my heart. 
If only I could discard 
the foolishness of being a kid; 
not understanding what I had; 
not appreciating who she was. 
If only I could bury the 
vivid memory: 
the cold loneliness of 
the room in which she died. 
Wrapped in her afghan, I am 
overwhelmed with regret, 
because now I want to know 
about her world; 
her fears, 
her passions. 
I want to hear her voice 
telling me exactly what she thinks. 
I have so many questions, 
but she is gone 
and the answers died with her. 
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Apple Core 
It rests on the table like a 
murdered rat 
moldy, browning, begging 
me to re-clothe it with 
the red dress it once wore 
I stare at it 
nonchalantly 
A few specks of its devoured flesh 




How smooth and shiny you once were 
A precious ruby polished clean 
Now look at you 
You lie dead before me 
Not even a seed to decorate your wrinkled body 
For my stomach, Nourishment; 
For you, Destruction 
JOSH ZEHNDER 
BRIAN LAING 
The Depth of the Party Scene 
Friends from my school planned a little get together at the end of summer. My 
Friday night would be spent with them, eating pizza, drinking out of two liters of Coke, 
and falling asleep on the floor while watching an action movie. My cousin Dan and I 
wanted to go to a real party, no more kid's stuff. We wanted to go to a party that people 
brag about for weeks to come. We needed to go somewhere where we couldn't possibly 
shake hands and exchange names with everyone there. My old friend Brian from a 
nearby public high school had just the thing in mind. 
The three of us piled into Dan's car and drove west toward Michigan State 
University. Brian guaranteed an infinity of hot babes and cold beer. Shouting over the 
sub-woofers in the tmnk, he told me tale after tale from weekends past involving drunken 
fights, beer bongs, and near-arrests by police officers. My imagination was running wild. 
It seemed too good to be tme. Michigan State was sounding like a Disneyland for young 
adults. Why couldn't this school be open all summer? Why had I not heard about this 
magical place sooner? 
Two hours of anxious traveling later, we arrived on campus. Frat house lawns on 
every street looked like sites of homicide — mobs of people surrounding a keg or a ping-
pong table instead of a corpse. Some locations had full-blown police investigations at the 
scene of the crime. 
We parked in a back alley a block away from our destination. A chorus of 
conversations and shouting flooded the airwaves around us as soon as the car door 
cracked. The three of us walked briskly toward the noise growing louder with every step. 
When we approached the stoop of a small house, three people called out my name in 
succession with the same enthusiastic inflection. 
"BRIan!" 
They were calling for the other Brian in our trio. One of the guys slapped him a 
handshake while the other handed him a longneck. A tall brunette holding a half-empty 
bottle of dark liquor gave him a lazy hug. I started wishing I would run into a friend of 
mine, but after surveying the faces on the front lawn I lost all hopes of seeing anyone I 
knew. At the same time I was glad. I wanted to see new people, not my same old crew. 
There was freedom in this, right? 
Dan and I stood with Brian as he talked with his acquaintances for an 
uncomfortable minute or two. We tired of waiting to be introduced. After breaking the 
ring of conversation, the search for alcohol began. 
The backyard was smothered with people. Dan and I agreed the keg was most 
likely placed at the spot on the deck with the highest concentration of bodies. Smashing 
our way between drunks, my fist clenching a big red cup, I got close enough to slip my 
arm through the people between the goateed guy manning the tap and me. Everyone 
was thirsty for more and no one had the patience to make a line. These perfectly healthy 
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young adults were acting as if their well-being depended on their next pint of liquid 
courage. It was the college version of a bread handout at a concentration camp. 
Dan and I shared the one cup of brew and decided it was enough. It wasn't 
worth the effort to get more. After a long difficult search, we found Brian. He was 
talking to the tall brunette about the weekend before, a night they were both so wasted 
they passed out on the lawn. In my attempts to mingle and join other conversations, I 
saw a reccurring theme. Everyone I encountered was talking about past times they had 
been drunk, how drunk they were going to get in the future, or how drunk they currently 
were. The same kind of conversations took place about drugs. It was saddening. All 
these people had nothing in common except they liked to make bad (although at times 
hilarious) decisions while abusing some kind of substance. None of these people had a 
story worth telling that didn't start with a generic disclaimer for any lewd or absurd things 
to follow. 
"So one night, some friends and I got sooo wasted..." 
I wormed my way out of the stumbling crowd and went to the side of the house 
for some fresh air. Something just didn't feel right. It could have been the looming cloud 
of cigarette smoke everyone was recycling. 
I passed the time by calling friends from school, telling them where I was, how 
overrated the party was, and how badly I wanted to leave. At one in the morning, Dan 
found me leaning on the aluminum siding and agreed that the night seemed to have all 
the ingredients for a great time, but for whatever reason, it wasn't. We went to get Brian, 
but he was making out with the tall brunette in the kitchen. Her arms wrapped around 
his neck, she was still holding the bottle she had at the beginning of the night, only now 
it was empty. We left without Brian. 
The long drive back gave me plenty of time to think. The parties at home, the 
small, dull ones — they seemed better somehow. We never made it a priority to get wasted 
while hanging out. If we didn't have a fifth of vodka we would still have a great time and 
have stories to tell during the school week. I wished I had stayed home with the people I 
knew. 
These people, the booze warriors at Michigan State and many other colleges, 
need an excuse to act crazy — some substance to make their stories. I m sure they have 
notions about the personalities of their party friends, but who they really know is drunk 
David or bloated Betty. The party scene can only show who someone is a few nights of 
the week, not the real person. Brian was proof of this. 
"Here dude, shotgun this with me. Naw, naw man, do it over the sink so when it shoots... 
Ok. One... Two... Three... 
WHEW! Holy s***! I got all that (belch) foam at the end! Twelve down baby! Twelve 
down!" 
This ritual continues, weekend after weekend. Because being young is about 
having fun. Friendship is about liking the same lager or brand of cigarettes, keeping the 
keg pumped and letting the liquor flow. Drink until you truly believe you know someone. 
It never hurts to give away some soul in exchange for spirits, right? 
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REBEKAH DEGREEFF 
The Truth About Untruths 
Truth is stranger than fiction, the saying goes. I should know; I'm a writer after 
all. And from what I've seen, Fd have to say that that's true. Although as Tom Clancy 
said, "The difference between fiction and reality is that fiction has to make sense." And 
that, I think, is even more true than the first statement. Reality... really just doesn't make 
sense sometimes. In books and stories, everything always ends up neat and clean; there's a 
purpose for everything, and everyone has some sort of motivation. The protagonist might 
not always win, but at least there's some sort of closure. 
The real world is so different. 
You can try all you want to make sense out of everything, but some things have 
no meaning, no deeper purpose. Some things just are. And all we can do is accept that 
and move on. 
Human beings are so fragile. I never used to think that. I grew up thinking 
that I was invincible, untouchable, and that all the people who were dear to me were the 
same—immune to accidents, sickness, and death. 
And then I met Abby. 
And cliche as it may sound, my world was changed because of her. 
"Hey. You been waiting long?" 
Her quiet voice broke through my musings, and I looked up into pretty, but very 
tired-looking, grey eyes. I smiled at her, though my chest ached a bit every time I saw 
her; I swear she looked more thin, pale, and tired every time I saw her. 
"Hey yourself. Nah, I just got here a few minutes ago." I leaned back on the 
park bench, resting my arms across its back and stretching my legs out in front of me. 
"Besides, it's a nice day. I didn't mind waiting." 
"I'm sorry anyway." She eased herself down onto the bench beside me and 
closed her eyes, letting her head fall back. I studied her face, noting the deep circles 
beneath her eyes, and how sunken they looked. When she wasn't smiling, when she 
wasn't trying to look alright, she looked...well.. .awful. 
I guess that's what terminal cancer does to a person. 
Abby and I first met on the very bench we were sitting on. I was in town for a 
writer's conference—young as I may be, I'm a published author, and while I can always 
learn more from being around professionals, I can also help out some of the younger and 
less experienced students, so I actually ended up helping with the conference. It didn't 
really matter to me, anyway: my parents live about half an hour away, and since I go to 
school here, it was no big deal. 
One afternoon I was walking through the park on the way to my favorite coffee 
shop when a girl caught my eye. She was just sitting there (or here, rather), writing away 
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in a notebook as if her life depended on it. She was an average-looking girl, I thought, 
but there was something about her that attracted me to her, something that wasn't really 
physical at all. She had big eyes and a heart-shaped face, and her short chocolate-brown 
hair was pulled back into undeniably cute little tuft-like pigtails; she looked as if she had 
once been quite pretty, though there was a wan sort of aura about her, like a flower that 
had withered too soon. I had no idea what it meant, but it bothered me a bit even then. 
I didn't dwell on it, however, because it wasn't her appearance, it was instead something 
about her expression as she wrote that intrigued me enough that I decided to stop and 
talk to her. It might have had something to do with the fact that I'm a writer too; I just 
can't help being fascinated when I watch others write. 
But Whatever the reason, it was enough to make me approach her. 
"Hey. What're you writing?" 
She looked up at me, a startled expression on her face, then quickly looked back 
down. 
"Oh...n-nothing. It's just a journal." In spite of this claim, she hastily flipped 
the front cover of the notebook over to conceal the ink-covered page. 
I quirked an eyebrow. "Really? You seemed pretty absorbed for it be just a 
journal.'" 
She smiled and blushed a bit, as if she was embarrassed about something—or 
perhaps it was excitement instead, I couldn't really tell at that point. It s a special project 
I'm working on, just for me." 
I nodded, sitting on the bench beside her—close, but not too close. Sounds 
interesting. My name's Josh by the way," I said with a warm smile, and held out my hand 
to her. "Josh Allen." 
She hesitated for a fraction of a second before taking my extended hand; her 
own hand was thin and very cold, even though it was pretty warm for early May. 
"Abby Johnson," she said, returning her smile. 
"And how did you come to be here in the park on this lovely spring afternoon, 
Abby?" I was getting pretty nosy, and I knew it. I wouldn t have been very surprised if 
she'd snapped at me—after all, I was still basically a complete stranger to her, even if she 
did know my name—but she didn't. She just kept smiling, albeit rather shyly, and told me 
that she needed to get something from a nearby bookstore, and since she lived just a few 
blocks down from it, she'd decided to walk. She had been on her way through the park, 
which was on the way to the bookstore, when she suddenly had an idea for her special 
project, so she'd hurriedly taken out her journal to write it down. 
"And that's where you came in," she said, looking down and fiddling with her 
pen a bit. 
"Oh. I hope I didn't make you forget anything important—I know how 
frustrating that can be..." 
"No, I got all the important things written down before you came." 
"Good, then. Well, it was nice to meet you, Abby." I stood to go, then made 
a snap decision and turned to face her. "Hey, do you like coffee? There's a great place 
right by the bookstore where we could go if you'd like." She glanced up at me, her eyes 
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uncertain. "My treat," I added as I saw her hesitate. 
"Sure," she said at last, and this time her smile was a great deal more confident. 
"Sounds great." 
After that, we started to spend more and more time together, following another 
chance meeting at a bookstore, where we found that we both had a deep love for fantasy 
novels. The whole time, I had a feeling that something was very wrong—she wasn't 
telling me something, I knew it, but I couldn't figure out what it was—and the whole time 
I just figured it had something to do with whatever she was writing. She never let me see 
it, would always close the cover or press her hands over the pages if I got too close. 
Well. About a month after meeting Abby, I found out that I was Both right and 
wrong. Indirectly it did have a lot to do with her writing.. .but I had no idea that she was 
sick with something as serious as cancer. 
It was Leukemia, actually—"acute myeloid leukemia," or "AML," she said, 
which I now know means that there are too many immature blood-forming cells in the 
blood and bone marrow, specifically the cells that make the white blood cells that fight 
infections. When she first told me, though, all I heard was "acute" and "leukemia," and 
that was enough for me to know that it wasn't good. 
At first I had been too shocked to really say much of anything, so to fill the 
awkward silence, she told me about how she'd first been diagnosed. She'd gone to the 
doctor because she felt sick, which is apparently how most people with AML find out 
that they've got it, but she'd thought that she just had a bad case of the flu—she was 
throwing up, and felt weak, sore, and fatigued, but she'd chalked it up to the fact that she 
hadn't been able to eat much for several days. But the symptoms had lasted for nearly a 
week, which was far too long for a simple case of influenza, so her mother had brought 
her in to see the doctor; the subsequent blood tests had revealed low levels of red and 
white blood cells, as well as platelets and hemoglobin—something found inside red blood 
cells that carries oxygen—and a bone marrow biopsy, a spinal tap, and a few other very 
technical-sounding tests had confirmed the doctor's worst fears: Abby had AML. 
They'd begun the treatment immediately, of course, but they knew from the 
beginning that there was little hope that it would work; not only did the leukemia not 
go into remission as they'd hoped it would, but her response to the chemotherapy was so 
slight that a bone marrow transplant had seemed an almost useless effort. Her parents 
had insisted, however, so the operation went through.. .and it worked well enough to buy 
Abby a few more months of time. 
The whole thing was a lot more complex than that, really, but at the time that 
was all that I had managed to get my head around—and it was still basically all that I 
could get my head around. Leukemia was a complex illness, I knew, so there was a lot 
about it that I didn't—and probably wouldn't ever—really understand. 
But the most difficult thing of all was the questions that I had to ask myself. 
Overall, the question was "now what?" but it was a little more complicated than that; 
I mean, how was I supposed to react to what she had told me? How do you go about 
having a relationship with a member of the opposite sex—one that is possibly romantic— 
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when you know for a fact that they're going to die in a few months? 
My reaction at the beginning probably wasn't the best. I was angry at first, I'll 
admit. Angry that she didn't tell me sooner.. .angry that she didn't tell me when we first 
met.. .but mostly, angry that she was sick at all. She didn't deserve this; she was just 
nineteen, just three years younger than I was, and yet she was dying already. She wouldn't 
live to be my age: the life expectancy for AML is only one year after diagnosis, and she 
had been diagnosed that fall, in early October. 
So she had quit her job and dropped out of college, spending all her time with 
her family.. .and her writing. 
Sitting beside her on the bench, I slid my eyes over to look at her with my 
peripheral vision. We'd been sitting in silence for a quite a while now, just enjoying each 
other's presence and the warmth of the mid-July sun; now, suddenly, Abby's eyes snapped 
open, and she sat up straighten Digging into the messenger bag she'd been carrying slung 
across her shoulders, she pulled out her notebook and began to write furiously. I smiled 
faintly. She did this every so often—she called it "finding her muse," which amused me; 
being somewhat less dramatic, I just called it "inspiration." 
I watched her write for a while; she didn't notice, didn't realize in that odd 
manner that some people have that she was being watched and never once did she look 
up from her journal. Her pen moved so fast it was almost a blur, and I was very glad 
that I didn't have to interrupt her; she seemed so focused, as if the rest of the world had 
disappeared around her, leaving only the open pages of her notebook for her to fill it with 
words. After a time, however, her fhrious writing slowed almost to a standstill, and it was 
then that I spoke. 
"Can I see?" 
Her eyes went wide, and she quickly covered the pages with her hands as I 
leaned towards her a bit. Never before had I asked to see any of her writing she was 
always so secretive about it, and I didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable but I was 
growing tired of wondering just what it was that she was working on. Being a writer 
myself, it was hard not knowing, hard not to want to help her with her story. 
"What's wrong? I just wanna see it." I leaned towards her a bit more, trying to 
see over her shoulder. "I won't make fun of you or anything, if that s what you re worried 
about." 
"Oh, I didn't think you would," Abby said, looking embarrassed as she 
surreptitiously tried to slip the notebook back into her bag. "It's just.. .it's my own 
personal project, and I don't want any help.. .from anyone. I want this to be my book." 
And that was the end of it.. .or so I thought. 
Of course, things could never really be that easy. 
A few days later, I was over at Abby's house—her parents had invited me over 
for dinner, as they had every Monday night for almost the past month—and we were 
watching a television show together in the den when her mother called Abby into the 
kitchen for some reason that was, and still is, unknown to me. 
Commercials bore me to tears, and with Abby gone, I had nowhere to focus my 
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attention, and my wandering eyes soon settled on Abby's bag, which had been dumped 
unceremoniously in front of the couch, easily within my reach. After throwing a quick 
glance over my shoulder to be sure that she wasn't on her way back, I pulled her bag a bit 
closer and dug the familiar notebook out. 
It wasn't the smartest thing I'd ever done, nor was it the kindest or most 
considerate, but I couldn't seem to stop myself—I had to know what kind of story she was 
writing. 
Flipping the notebook open to a random page somewhere in the middle, I began 
skimming what she'd written. I'm a fast reader, so I was pretty sure that I could get at 
least a general idea of the plot before I heard Abby coming back, and I went to it with 
all possible speed, but before long I had slowed considerably. Something was very wrong 
here: the writing style was trained and almost uneven, and the section of dialogue that 
I was currently reading through sounded rather forced. The characters, while not totally 
uninteresting, seemed somewhat flat, there was very little motion outside of what was 
absolutely necessary, and descriptions of any sort were practically nonexistent. 
I looked down at the book clutched in my hands, my eyes narrowing in disbelief. 
Surely this was just a fluke—this was probably one of the "problem sections" Abby had 
mentioned once or twice in passing.. .or maybe this was a section that she'd written a long 
time ago and was meaning to come back and fix... 
There was only one way to know for certain. I quickly fanned through the 
pages until I found a recent entry—the very one that she'd been working on while we sat 
together on the park bench just a few days before—and started reading there... and to my 
lasting regret, I found it to be little, if any, better than what I'd been reading before. 
She really just isn't much of a writer, I thought as I quickly shoved the notebook 
into Abby's messenger bag and kicked it roughly back to where it had been before. And 
just in time, too: moments later, Abby herself returned to the den, telling me to go wash 
my hands, because it was time to eat. 
In a normal situation, I wouldn't have said anything to her about it; I would 
have let her continue to write, knowing that trial and error is the only real way that one 
can improve. But this situation was far from normal, and Abby deserved to be told the 
truth.. .didn't she? Yet even though I sincerely thought she should be told, I was still 
terrified by the idea of actually telling her. I knew she would be angry at me for sneaking 
a peek at her writing, and rightfully so. 
Such was my fear—fear both that I'd hurt her, as well as that I'd lose her 
friendship—that I don't think I would have said a word to her if she hadn't tried to cut 
herself off from me. 
It was in late July, and she was starting to look considerably worse; she couldn't 
go out much any more—her joints ached, she was constantly getting infections and 
headaches, and she was always feeling weak and tired—but she had asked me to meet her 
in the park that afternoon; she said that she had something important to talk about. 
"I'm sorry," she began, and I knew then that this conversation was going to 
be... interesting. 
120 PARNASSUS 
"Sorry?" I said, raising my eyebrows and looking at her sideways. "For what, 
exactly?" 
"Look Josh,"she said at least, "I...don't think this is a good idea anymore. I've 
had a lot of fun hanging out with you this summer, and you were a good friend, but... 
that's over now." 
"What are you talking about?" I was beyond surprised, but I had my suspicions 
as to the cause of all this. ".. .Why are you doing this, Abby?" 
"Because I haven't been able to write for weeks!" she snapped out, then instantly 
fell silent. "Sorry," she said after another long silence. "I.. .1 told you how important my 
special project, my book, is to me.. .and if I don't finish it.. .1 just, I can't not finish it. I, I 
have to, I—" 
"Abby.. .have you ever thought that maybe.. .maybe Writing this book isn't your 
life's purpose?" 
She gave me a started look. "Wha-What? Of course not!" she said, but rather 
too quickly. "It's got to be my purpose.. .it's got to be." 
"Why?" 
Her expression was pained, and she looked away from my gaze. "It's the only 
thing I've ever been good at.. .it's the one chance I have to leave my mark on the world, 
small as it may be." 
"So your parents...have encouraged you in this?" 
"Well, yeah!" Abby shrugged, still not meeting my gaze. "They want me to 
finish. I think they want me to leave something behind other than just memories... 
something that they can share with other people." 
"And.. .you've never doubted this? You've never thought that maybe they re 
just.. .pitying you? Or being romantic?" I put a hand on her shoulder. 'Listen.. .1 know 
a lot of times doctors tell people that patients.. .live longer if they've got a goal of some 
sort..." 
"Why would you say something like that?" she suddenly whispered, shrugging 
off my hand and staring at me, angry tears gathering in her eyes. "Why would you try to 
take away the one thing that I enjoy—" 
"Because it isn't the only thing!" I insisted, "and because you're trying to push me 
away for no reason!" 
"My reasons are perfectly valid!" she began. "In fact—' 
"—-There are some thing that are more important than BOOKS!"I nearly 
shouted at her. "Friendship, for one! And—and love for another!' 
There. I'd said it at last. 
Her eyes went wide at my confession, and moments later, I found myself alone in 
the park. 
I called her about three days later.. .to apologize, and ask if I could still come 
visit her on occasion, since she was going to be stuck at home most of the time. She said 
yes. 
I taught her to play chess, just so we would have something to do during my 
visits, and at first I came every three days; then, Abby's mom called me after about a 
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week and asked if I could come every other day, so I did.. .and before I knew it, the visits 
somehow became daily... 
Abby no longer wrote in her notebook; that was one of the first things I 
noticed during my visits. When I asked her why, she just gave me a litde smile and said, 
"Sometimes we lie, even to ourselves...sometimes we have to. It's either that, or give in 
to despair.. .but I'm tired of lying. I want my memories to be full of something that is 
real.. .1 don't want to have.. .any regrets." 
And in the end, I don't think she did. 
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ELIZABETH TATUM 
Reflection Upon a Hospital Report 
A ten percent chance— 
Is there a calculation, I wonder— 
A counting up of the vital organs, 
Divided by sureness of hand, 
The carnage of the surgery, 
And the expression on her mother s face 
As they push her shattered body 
Into a room with grey windows. 
ELIZABETH TATUM 
A Father's Note to His Adopted Daughter 
An Adaptation of Ezekiel 16' 
I think you know now 
that girl children aren't wanted here. 
They're thrown away 
like blackened kitchen water 
into lonely fields and alleys 
where only God sees. 
I found you in a nearby field 
floundering in dirt and blood— 
death so near to your new life. 
When I touched your head 
You opened your hands to me, 
your palms like scarlet fuschias. 
Last spring I remember 
that you wore a brocade dress 
and we all turned to look at you. 
Your throat was white and graceful 
as I touched your face, 
said you looked like a queen. 
But shame overtook you— 
that slow poison that rankles 
and strips the soul if you let it. 
You returned to hidden places, 
welcomed heat and lonely filth— 
and you did not remember me. 
Yesterday I saw you on a side street, 
stooping to enter a man's house 
to peel away your clothes— 
to undress like a rotting flower, 
for a stranger's embrace, 
not even money. 
PARNASSUS 3RD PLACE POETRY 
• "I made you grow like a plant of the field. You grew up and be­
came the most beautiful of jewels.. .But you trusted in your beauty 
and used your fame to become a prostitute...you did not remember 
the days of your youth, when you were naked and bare...unlike a 
prostitute,you scorned payment."—Ezekiel 16:7a, 15,22b, 31b 
JUDGE'S COMMENTS: Elizabeth Tatum evokes a story that breaks our hearts in its own 
right but also gathers resonance as a meditation on scripture. The speaker has a writhing 
authenticity. He is a man of the earth, whence come both scarlet fiischias and rotting 
flowers. 
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BRANDON FITZSIMMONS 
Caesar's Noon 
It was the first time he'd seen her here. A thin but effective glass partition 
isolated his newfound fixation from him, generously providing a deceptive sense of 
comfort for the wistful, observant solitude he, deep down, excitedly anticipated. His 
indefatigable mind (or was it a prison? his collegiate philosophy teacher had often given 
him reason to second-guess) began oiling its cylinders; incisive contemplation would 
preside over today's luncheon. 
He had ample cause, no one could deny him that — he assured himself with 
a crisp, low cough as he readjusted his posture to provide what little comfort could be 
offered from the new rough-hewn wooden stools the facility had replaced only a few 
months before. 
Forty-five years of faithful Friday afternoon lunchtime attendance at Lafayetta's, 
the ageless Mediterranean delicatessen submerged cozily on the ground floor beneath 
what seemed countless atmospheric layers of flats, apartments, and high-rise commercial 
overlooks, had, until now, withheld from him the ecstasy of such consummately intriguing 
company. 
Oh, he had assigned many an unknowing customer to the rigors of his analytical 
gauntlet (the 450-pound lexicologist with a German accent was his absolute favorite), 
but this particular specimen (as he fondly referred to subjects) set off something like a 
depth charge in the pit of his stomach. Some were certain his introspective obsession 
with analyzing complete strangers was a nervous habit borne from the mire of irreversible 
insecurities; others, a senseless hobby he had contracted as a whimsical young grade-
schooler. 
Forty-five years of what he artfully (though ashamedly, he admitted in times 
of psychological desperation when truth had practically extorted his allegiance) insisted 
as "stagnant meandering" had provided him with countless mealtime opportunities to 
exercise his faithful fascination on Lafayetta's midday clientele. He preferred to view his 
odd lunchtime rituals as appointments with the all-governing powers of logic, reality, and 
sincerity. Together, the four of them formed a formidable judicial system that found all 
subjects guilty until undeniably (and often delightfully) confirmed.. .guilty. Twisted, he 
was told; but justifiable, he always retorted. 
Twenty-three job changes in forty-five years keeps a nomadic soul wandering 
familiar streets — he consoled himself, glancing suddenly to his left as the hapless busboy, 
Georgie, scrambled to account for a fallen plastic pitcher which now lay empty amid a 
puddle of its former contents. 
His glass partition, shielding him from his latest subject of inspection, he now 
noticed, was dripping, top to bottom, with water. Its scintillating liquid beads produced a 
hypnotizing effect as their moist crystal trails, exponentially lengthening with each bead's 
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progressive somersault, drearily reflected the cloudy noontime sun. A Mediterranean 
folkloric medley droned quietly from the atmospheric layers bearing down on him from 
above. His mind lulled in and out of focus like a malfunctioning camera; it only magnified 
the soporific forces steadily vying for his being. 
Just then, as if preparing the scene for divine epiphany, the clouds began to 
release the sun from behind their oppressive cover; the water began to scintillate almost 
blindingly. Determined but stupefied, he found himself suddenly unsettled, as would a 
sentry who, upon waking from a catnap, was informed of his fort's surrender. 
His prize specimen, too, was now decidedly more alert. Something about her 
gait now seemed to convey a sense of nervousness: her eyes darted back and forth as if 
looking for escape from some unknown impending disaster. It was as if both her attention 
and his subscribed to similar causes for inner awakening. 
Nonsense — he disproved himself — this is entirely one-sided. Empathy is moot, 
nay, dangerously counterproductive to a profession such as this. 
Almost a little too abruptly, he proceeded to snap from his myopic musings and 
glance through the glass partition to find that she had since disappeared. Blinking twice, 
he granted freedom to another crisp, low cough and fidgeted uncomfortably upon his 
torturous wooden throne once again. 
Lafayetta must tire of my loyalty — he reasoned humorously to himself. 
Affectionate sarcasm with a dash of self-pity was the prize poodle of his wit s repertoire, 
consequently, it seemed, at this moment, exactly the sedative for a critically alarmed 
conscience. 
A scapegoat has nothing to lose — he had once, in a state of Stoic inebriation, 
proposed to himself. He began to question just how veritable such a claim truly was. 
Another crisp, low cough was liberated as he mustered up the motivation to alight from 
his post of rough-hewn irritation in search of the prodigal specimen. 
Ah, but there she was yet again! From behind the brick-layered posts supporting 
his beloved glass partition, she appeared, now calm and collected as if freshly returned 
from the Swedish day spa just next door (curse that establishment for always interfering 
with the authenticity of his specimens!). 
Her demeanor now seemed to impact him like an airborne contagion, the 
frustrations that racked his mind just moments before seemed to vanish like a dash ol 
salt in a cauldron of water as he felt his entire being succumb to an almost motionless 
state of rippling relaxation, malleable to his enigmatic specimens beck and whim. Her 
type just didn't frequent this area anymore. As the cement dries and the skyscrapers rise, 
so ones like her become the heartbroken, deported mistresses of destinationless paths; 
exiled princesses betrayed by their closest confidants. Displaced by their own homeland, 
they wait, in humble exasperation, for the wandering warrior who will free them from the 
manacles of an oppressively progressive society. He could now feel her plight begin to stir 
his emotions into a vehement uproar; the three powers would surely expel him from his 
judicial pedestal. 
This should not be happening; confidence is the heartbeat of analysis - he fought 
to convince himself as his analytical epicenter, now rapidly descending into mass disarray, 
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became naught but what appeared to his mind's eye as static reception (he had always 
been strangely amused with the idea that his mind's eye played as would an outdated 
camcorder). A blissful sense of loss - loss, but cohesion — now overrode any disillusioned 
attempts of counterattack (he never was an ordained shrink, who was he kidding?). 
Slowly, almost numbingly, he began to submit to the imperious miasmas of his three 
once-cherished fellow powers. 
They had turned on him, as he knew they would; call him Julius Caesar, 
martyrdom is mandatory for the fruition of a revolutionary mind. It was a sacrifice he was 
willing to make. 
A strong stench of spinach-burnt smoke drifted in from the kitchen. Lafayetta 
had probably scorched his spanakopita yet again; Georgie was most likely filling another 
plastic pitcher somewhere behind the counter; he could bet the little money he had that 
some high-rise hotshot was smiling down on him from the stratosphere above, glibly 
anticipating his next big step in life's sultry, sweat-soaked sojourn. How he loved his 
poodle. 
The resurrection of a thousand ancient thoughts (granted, forty-five years will 
make even the most commonplace idea seem archaic) inundated his mind, swirling about 
his psyche in nauseatingly elliptical paths. The folkloric medley permeating the air above 
him began to liven with the arrival of a staccato, brass-based refrain. The sun had shed 
the surly bonds of its marshmallow nemeses in the same way that he must transcend the 
oppression of the odious atmospheric layers above him. 
The glass partition had since dried, its liquid opponents now coagulating in a 
formless heap along the pavement beneath it. With a warbled coo, his sacred specimen 
took to the air, her wings intermittently interfering with the opposing traffic of the rays 
from the recently emancipated sun. 
Perhaps one day he would pursue her, he thought. Perhaps one day they would, 
once again, subscribe to that same kindred cause for inner awakening. 
Perhaps is a beautiful word — he used to tell his fellow barflies almost every 
Friday night- it separates the common from the committed. 
For now, while the spirit of Julius Caesar still fermented within his marrow, he 
would pay Lafayetta and tip Georgie a little extra (kids like him can't have their plastic 
pitchers breaking without a little reassurance). 
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DON BOGEN 
Thoroughbreds 
Blood flares from the nostrils. 
The lungs, the enormous watermelon bellows, 
are lined with it. 
Legs conduits, 
heartstalks that throb with each pulse, 
each leap into air and two-beat thump 
back on earth. 
Their genes are a careful proposition. 
They carry their sires like totems 
in their names. 
Their blood is as stylized as a strut. 
Veins push out a nest of tubes to tunnel the meat, 
branch like ivy stems beneath the drawn skin. 
Nothing in nature reflects their taut poise. 
In the boxes, 
in the small rings with their necks enclasped by wreaths, 
they skitter, coltish, annoyed. 
On the track, they glide. 
Fluidity comes with their lineage-
training sharpens the point. 
In the dust and rumble of the furious brief loop 
their purpose may seem blurred. 
The curt whip speaks to them. 
Their flanks are an argument with friction, 
the structure of their haunches 
an investment. 
Robed in shining blankets, 
they wait like fabulous emissaries from another world. 
The heart lifts with their promise. 
Windows slam at their start. 
Reprinted from Luster (Wesleyan University Press, 2003) 
DON BOGEN 133 
Pedestrian Song 
Eyes behind car windows 
don't want to see you. 
Lungs don't breathe your air. 
The head a bland globe 
in the glare of glass, 
neck a stick, spine a stick, 
limbs four sticks tipped 
in pads, rods and hooks 
to press, twist, swivel. 
Crab in the shell, 
pale brain in the skull, 
that wriggling thing cased 
in bright metal follows 
the lights twelve feet up, 
out of this world. 
Where is it going 
in its carton of steel, 
the body transformed 
to a blunt dream? 
It shines in the dark: 
high beam, low beam 
nosing a course 
focussed as a shark's 
through a shipwreck— 
you can't predict it. 
The signs flash clear— 
Don't Walk, Don't Walk-
you can smell the heat 
from their hoods, you can hear 
valves snapping as they wait 
along the faint line 
that keeps you safe. 
Oh, you are soft, 
tiny as a rabbit, 
your only defense 
a tissue of faith. 
Stay quick, then. If you think 
there's a person in there, 
look again, think back 
to your own long spin: 
secure, controlled, 
in touch with the wheel-
then reeling and screeching 
till at last you can stop 
and the whole world starts up 
around you. 
Reprinted from Luster (Wesleyan University Press, 2003) 
DON BOGEN 
AN INTERVIEW WITH DON BOGEN 
Don Bogen is the author of three books of poems: 
After the Splendid Display (1986), The Known World 
(1997), and Luster (2003). He teaches in the English 
Department at the University of Cincinnati and serves 
as poetry editor of The Cincinnati Review. 
On November 9,2005, Bogen visited Taylor University 
to speak to a class, meet with students, and do a reading 
of his poems. After Bogen's visit, 2006 Parnassus senior 
editor Chris Salzman and I conducted an interview by 
email. Chris compiled the questions and answers; I 
have organized and edited. 
- Dr. Lome Mook, Associate Professor of English 
Lome Mook: You often write about objects. What interests you about them? What 
other poets who write about objects have influenced you? 
Don Bogen: I think I write primarily to understand things, rather than to express what 
I already know. The challenge of "capturing" certain objects—living and non-living— 
intrigues me. On one level, this challenge is one of description, but to capture something 
in its nature and its broader context inevitably involves the discovery of new meanings 
and emotions related to the object. I enjoy the surprise of that discovery. Ted Hughes, 
whose poems about animals are among the best I know, talks about writing as a kind of 
'hunting," involving the capture of "a new specimen of life outside your own." Influences 
are hard to determine, but I certainly admire his early work. Rilke's New Poems from the 
early twentieth century are another powerful model for what in German would be called 
Dinggedichte, or thing poems. Theodore Roethke's greenhouse poems from the '40s and 
Pablo Neruda's books of odes from the '50s are vastly different from each other, but I 
go back to both of them a great deal. All these poets create descriptions of objects that 
brilliantly capture the surfaces and contexts but also push beyond them. 
Chris Salzman: What role does the supernatural play in your writing? 
DB: Very little, I think. I do have one poem in my new book Luster that came out 
of a Ph.D. oral exam in which I had the odd sense that Samuel Taylor Coleridge was 
somehow actually in the room with us as we discussed his work, but I think this may 
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be the only thing that qualifies as supernatural in my work. To me there are so many 
wonderful mysteries in the natural world—in the intricacies of biochemistry, say, or 
cosmology or atomic theory—that to be focused on material reality, as I think my poetry 
is, involves engagement with much more than meets the eye. 
LM: You write in a range of forms: rhymed and unrhymed, short and long lines. How do 
you decide what form a poem will take? 
DB:My sense of form is mostly tied in with the way things sound to me—form primarily 
as poetic music rather than, say, organization or (heaven forbid) ideological statement 
in the manner of some of the New Formalist poets of my generation. I'm interested 
in engaging the tradition in new ways, but basically I want each poem to sing with its 
own voice. Free verse sets up its own kind of demands, based on line use, repetition and 
variation, etc., so I don't feel particularly liberated working in free verse or restricted in 
traditional forms. 
Sometimes the decision to work with a particular kind of line, say, will come from the 
patterns set up by the first fines I write. But I also find myself getting interested in 
certain kinds of free verse and traditional modes for long periods—not writing in them 
exclusively, but feeling especially excited by their energies—and I try to follow out these 
impulses. After several months, I find that this particular kind of music doesn't especially 
work for me any more, and I move on to something else. I tend to get bored making the 
same old sounds for too long. 
CS: How aware are you of the sounds in poetry and of the effect of musical vocabulary? 
DB: Robert Pinsky's idea in The Sounds of Poetry that a poem is like a musical score that 
is not fully realized until spoken aloud appeals to me. Obviously we have to read a lot 
of things silently—though in these days of cell phones you could probably recite poetry 
aloud on the street, as long as you held a phone up to your ear—but it's important to 
hear it completely as you read, and, with a really great poem, to speak it aloud. I almost 
always speak my fines aloud as I'm writing them. Since I revise a lot, this involves a good 
deal of repetition, occasionally broken by swearing—it would not be a pleasure to hear 
a recording of this. But the physical, vocal quality is essential to me: I need to hear the 
poem in my ears and feel it in my mouth. I think the technical vocabulary of music in 
poetry (names for types of meter, rhyme, etc.) can be useful in dicussion and analysis, but 
the heart of the writing process is more physical and intuitive: things have to sound right 
to me, and I get to that sense of Tightness only after a lot of speaking aloud. 
LM: Who are some poets whose work you enjoy reading out loud? Are there particular 
poets whose sound you suspect has rubbed off on you? 
DB: At various times over the years I've memorized poems I love—Robert Haydn's 
"Those Winter Sundays,"Josephine Miles's "Cage,"John Clare's "The Badger"—by 
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reading them aloud over and over. I've gotten a good bit of Yeats's work by heart and 
love his poetic music, though I doubt there has been much actual transference—our time 
is too far away from his. To mention someone quite different from Yeats, I've enjoyed 
the wit and subtle rhythmic variations in Pope's couplets and have tried to play with his 
form and rhetoric in a verse letter in my last book, "Epistle to Dr. Venturo," but I wouldn't 
say I sound like him. I also like reading Seamus Heaney aloud, along with foreign poets 
in the languages I know. Basically I enjoy reading almost any good poetry aloud: if it 
doesn't read well aloud, I usually don't think of it as good poetry. When I read aloud, I'm 
engaging the music of the poet's work on a physical level, and learning about it through 
this. But I'm not interested in having it affect me in a direct way. In fact, I would try to 
avoid that effect if I were aware of it. 
CS: How does reading works in their original language affect your understanding of 
them? Also, how do you feel your study of language has affected your writing? 
DB: Learning foreign languages has had a tremendous effect on me. I had the good 
fortune to be able to spend my junior year in college studying in a German university. I 
think now it was by far the most important aspect of my education—it changed my life. 
Later, with the help of sabbaticals and a Fulbright grant, I've been able to spend a year in 
France and six months in Spain, so I've engaged those languages as well. Reading poetry 
in the original language makes a huge difference, I think. Even great translations like 
Richard Howard's version of Baudelaire are essentially individual interpretations of the 
poet's work (which is partly what makes them great), so it's useful to be able to get a more 
direct feel for the work. On one level that "feel" is quite literal. The tactile sensation of 
reading the sounds of another language aloud, feeling the music of a foreign poem in my 
own mouth, is exhilerating, and I'm sure it has expanded my sense of the range and limits 
of sounds in English. Reading and translating foreign poetry deepens my knowledge 
of the foreign language to some extent but actually has a more profound effect on my 
awareness of the possibilities in English: its range of vocabulary, the etymology of words, 
their connotations, the flexibility of the grammar. It's fascinating to think about things 
that can be expressed in a foreign language I know but not in English, and vice versa. 
LM: In your role as the new poetry editor of The Cincinnati Review, are there any 
particular traits that you look for when deciding what poems to include? 
DB: No particular traits I can list. My taste is very eclectic, for better or worse. A poem 
needs to have a certain surface energy to attract me, and consistent craft to keep me 
going, but these aspects appear in many different types of poems. If I go back to a poem 
several times over the course of a few weeks and it continues to surprise me, I take that as 
a good sign. 
CS: What pieces of art have had the most impact on you? If you could recommend three 
pieces, or artists, to poets interested in new ideas, what would they be? 
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DB: It's hard to specify certain works that have affected me the most, and I'd be hesitant 
to recommend pieces to others. I think writers need to discover their own particular 
kinds of engagement with the other arts, so the best recommendation would be to make 
the most of formal education, travel, go to museums and concerts, and explore all kinds 
of visual art and music—not necessarily in an analytical way but rather with passion and 
a kind of openness to the experience. The impact of these encounters with other arts, at 
least in my case, is often not immediate but tends to "sink in" and interweave itself with 
my writing over time. I feel more of a direct influence from twentieth-century chamber 
music—Shostakovich's quartets, Webern, more recent works—on my poetry than visual 
art per se, and I've learned a great deal working on collaborative pieces with contemporary 
composers like my friend and colleague Allen Otte at the University of Cincinnati and 
others. As for painting, I think my most thorough engagement with it is the sonnet 
sequence based on paintings by Velasquez at the end of my first book. But these poems 
are more about the role of a court painter—about art and political power—than about 
his actual pieces. He's still one of my favorite painters, along with Manet, Cezanne, and 
Goya. 
LM: I especially like two of your poems—"Crawling Home" and "All Shook Up"—that 
are about important historical times of transition. How do you think about history 
intersecting with your poetry? 
DB: History is a subject that interests me a great deal—especially the odd corners of 
culture—Isadore Duncan's dancing in "Crawling Home" or Elvis's first appearance on 
the Ed Sullivan show in "All Shook Up"-—that seem connected with broader changes. 
Those two poems are in my first book, After the Splendid Display, which is very much 
about "shows" of different sorts. My second book, The Known World, includes a long poem 
engaging 19th-century Europe (mostly England and France) in many different sections 
and styles—it was great fun to do. Needless to say, these historical subjects don't really 
exist in a vacuum to me but have all kinds of reflections and ramifications for our own 
time. 
CS: I recently heard some English majors trying, and failing, to figure out what a 
villanelle was. Since most people aren't involved in the poetry community, what makes it 
relevant to society today?-
DB: I think of poetry as an art form parallel to others, like painting or music. The 
number of people actively involved in it—the poetry community—is small, but there are 
many people who at some point in their lives will come across a poem or a book of poetry 
and be deeply moved by it. Like other arts, it can change the way an individual sees the 
world, and it enriches human experience. It represents a certain special achievement 
in the culture, the language, and the human species. It's rare for poets to have the 
gratification of real fame or vast numbers of "fans"—and certainly no one's in it for the 
money. Poetry readings are a great experience, tremendously useful for introducing people 
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to the field; but the core of the art, I think, is in one person reading what somebody else 
wrote. That communication extends over centuries and across cultures, especially if you 
consider the art of translation. So there is actually a vast community of poets and readers, 
but it is an amorphous one. This community keeps the art alive, and the art can enrich 
society through this broader community. 
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